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1975 was the year | discovered that | was not alone In my appreciation of an old sclence fiction 
sertes called STAR TREK. With the publication of STAR TREK LIVES and the NEW VOYAGES anthologies 
that year, | was Incurably Infected and knew | Just had to find more of this nifty fan fiction. 
Easler sald than done — my first queries were met with, “Sorry, that zine's out of print." It took 
more than a year of searching and scrounging before | finally hooked Into the publishing network 
(remember, those were the days before DATAZINE and UNIVERSAL TRANSLATOR — all ! had to work with 
was a very out-of-date STAR TREK WELCOMMITTEE DIRECTORY). 1 soon began to notice several authors 
who stood out head and shoulders above the rest — and Ginna LaCrolx was one of them; her name on 
a story assured a most pleasurable read. And thanks to long-time collectors such as Sandra Gent 
and Ruth Brelsinger, who allowed me to borrow thelr zInes'by the double armload, | was able to soak - 
up many of Ginna's out-of-print stories. All along | thought It a shame that such a rich ouvre was, not 
avallable to all fans — and thus was born the concept of TREK ENCORE (originally simply ENCORE, 
but a Mel Gibson anthology beat us to that title). 

Little did we at IN CASE OF EMERGENCY PRESS realize what a task we had undertaken! Pat Friedman 
has served yeoman duty at her computer, feeding It each and every page of these three volumes — 
she had no Inkl Ing of the work ahead when she Innocently volunteered to "do some typing" for us. 

And Marte Wallick has been Invaluable by giving us access to her mint condition collection of vintage 
zines — and thanks are owed to all the other San Diego readers who dove Into closets and attics 
searching their collections for us. Usually proofreading Is a real chore, but In thIs case It was 

a genuine pleasure to read and reread these stories. Thanks also to Kim Knapp and Julle Cabler for 
thelr share of time In proofing -- which was gauged not by the number of pages, but by the Inches 

of thickness ("I'll have the last 5" back to you tomorrow"). 

We must also express our gratitude to the editors who have granted permission for reprinting 
many of the storles and poetry In this collection. Further ahead Is a IIst of those editors who 
are still actively publishing, Including thelr zines which are still In progress. 

If fan reception to the concept of TREK ENCORE Is encouraging, we hope to amass other retro- 
spectives of fan writers. We welcome recommendations from our readership of writers they would 
Ilke to see reprised In this manner. 

Happy reading, 


Vel Jaeger 
EDITOR 
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A word from the author? Yipes, I've never written a word unless I've been hiding behind Kirk 
and Spock! 

Like everyone who writes, there are a few people who must take most of the credit. First “| 
Carol Frisble, for taking the time to patiently explain to a first time writer why, In “Invaston" 
she couldn't destroy every starship in the Fleet — and for always pushing for better stories. Second, 
—- Merle Decker. You all know her artwork, and so much of It has made my stories better than they 
are. Who can forget her Illo In "Reckoning" of a dying Kirk held In Spock's arms. A non-Trek friend 
sald of It that she,had never seen such love expressed In a drawing, and | agree. Merle's name should 
also be on "Truths" — a story we hashed out on a midnight drive back from New York and who gave 
Its first editing comment — "It's got a beginning and an ending, but you forgot the middie!" Third 
— Ruth Brelsinger — for being there. Lastly to all the nutty editors who take on the agony of 
producing the zines [In which our works are printed. Without you, we wouldn't be — and think of 
how much money we would have saved!! 

Vel suggested a smal! history of some of the stories. | seem to write differently from most 
people, having no preconceived Idea before starting of what I'm golng to write about. The only con- 
crete Idea Is a "hurt" (mostly for Kirk — he Is so beautiful when he Is dirty, bloody, and exhausted 
— my Spock tends to sit there stolcally and say, "There Is no pain .--") or a “quote.” That's why 
| can't get past the short story format. | don't know what's going to happen either. | get so In- 
volved as | scribble along that | can't stand It any more and finish so | can find out what happens! 
I'm afrald I'm never gotng to write the great American novel. For example, "Sate Haven" was supposed 
to be a happy shore leave story, but when | discovered men plotting against poor KIrk on page one, 
| knew | had falled. 2 

"The Human Tear" arrived out of a humn book found at the National Cathedral. "Breaking Polint® 
was originally a very long farce, written when Carol Frisble complained no one was writing hurt/com- 
fort any more. At that time Its title was "I Don't Feel Very Good" or "I Assure You, Doctor, | Am 
Perfectly All Right" or "Why Won't Anyone Ever Listen To Me." In It everybody got hurt. The story 
also received the best editing comment I've ever hag: "It has to be shortened by about twelve pages, 
but don't take anything out!" "The Christmas Tree" was written during Hurricane David,which won 
me the “Landru Award for IIlogic" at the Volkers' New Year's Eve party. 

| often write to relleve my frustrations. After blowing a piston rod through the engine_of 
my car one Christmas, did | get mad? No, | sat down and made Kirk a drug addict In "Images." "The 
OUtsider" turned up when everybody else went off to a convention and | had to stay home and work. 

Everyone has thelr favorite story and thelr own reasons for It, Just as I'm sure most writers 
secretly dislike much of what they have done. I'm no different. { have a very special place In 
my heart for "Breach" a story written years ago with probably more emotion than anything else I've 


done. Even now, It stands the test of time and | still love It. | hope each of you finds something 
of equal value In the following pages, and enjoy reading It as much as | have writing It.... 
$55 
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He watched the wheelchair in horrified silence as it cage ever closer to the bed, the bed that held the 
Qnarled,aged body, all that was left of the once proud frase of a starship captain. He could not see who it was that 
pushed it, all that was real was the chair, and the iaprisonment it demanded by its existence. 

Just as it reached where he lay helpless, one last surge of strength flowed through the frail body. 

"No! Leave se alone - I don’t want to be seen..." 

The body, twisted by arthritis, could not balance the strength of the push and fell helpless, to lie shattered 
on the hard floor... *x 


Jaaes Kirk woke with a start as he hit the floor. He lay still for a few seconds until the pain in his right 
elbow and hip subsided. Slowly he realized that he had been dreaming. He wasn’t old and helpless - there was no 
wheelchair. He slowly picked hiaself up and sat down heavily on the side of the bed, gingerly rubbing his elbow. 
The asirror on the opposite wall showed a rather disheveled and haggard-looking thirty-four year old gan, a aan just 
reaching the priae of his life, not an ancient invalid waiting and wishing for death. 

He drew a deep breath as he tried to bring his juabled thoughts together - the shock of his dreaa and the solid 
cosfort of reality. He ran his hands through his hair, then held thea out in front of hia - lean, strong hands, not 
not the gnarled twisted wrecks of his dreas. He shuddered a little at the memory - not only of the recent dreaa but 
of hands that had once looked like that - his hands, his body, so old and frail, decaying before his eyes. 

He stood up abruptly. He had to forget about it. The planet was far behind thee, the coset which had caused 
the terrible aging already far out in space. Tomorrow they would arrive at Starbase 1$ and deliver Coasodore 
Stocker, 

He sailed grialy as he walked toward the bathrooa. Stocker had avoided him the past couple of days, obviously 
too embarrassed by what he had done and for the trouble he had sanaged to get the Enterprise into to face hia. 
Even if he did feel that Stocker had acted the fool, it was true that he had followed regulations as best he knew 
how in a Situation that was totally unfamiliar to hia. 

But Spock hadn’t. Kirk turned the sonics on high and stood under their stinging rays as he thought about the 
actions of his First Officer. Spock had followed Starfleet regulations to the letter and in front of Kirk’s 
officers, not just those affected by the disease, and had stripped hia of his command. There was no show of 
eaotion, no apology for his action, just cold blooded, calculated exposure of every weakness the aging process had 
laid open. Spock had assumed full responsibility - it was his action which started the events which had aleost 
destroyed the Enterprise. — 

Kirk slammed the sonics off, flinching aS his bruised elbow hit the shower wall. He grabed a towel and 
scrubbed hisself hard, trying to work off his anger. He had tried over the past few days to accept what Spock had 
done, but no satter how hard he tried, he couldn’t convince hieself that it was justified. McCoy had said he had 
been what - seventy-two? Yet even at that age he was eore qualified and better able to run a starship than Stocker. 

He walked back into the bedrooa and ruamaged through his drawers looking for a clean unifora. As he dressed he 
thought of the terrible aosent when Spock had stood in front of hia and told hia he was no longer in command, could 
no longer give orders - he was a useless, aging relic. He would never forget the feeling of betrayal that had swept 
through hia, the anger which followed, and the helpless frustration at the frail body which could not strike out at 
his betrayer. 

So he had turned away and had told Spock to get out. It was the only way he had left to hurt the Vulcan and he 
had done it in the cruelest way he could. He had not turned back to see the bleak look he knew would be in the 


brown eyes. Spock had given him no aercy - he would receive none in return. 

And, except for duty tiae, he had not seen Spock since. The Vulcan kept to hiaself and if he ate he did so in 
the privacy of his quarters, Out of necessity he talked to Kirk on the bridge, but only in the precise asilitary 
teras required by his position. 

Kirk did nothing to help. Too aany things had happened too fast and he still had to come to grips with thea. 

He picked up a hairbrush and ran it through his aussed brown hair, reaeabering again the shock of the wrinkled 
face and white hair that had so recently stared back. He put the brush down and looked at the young, unlined face 
with the tired hazel eyes, the face which might someday again look so old. 

He turned away fromthe airror. He had had just about enough of seeing hiaself in that particular light. He 
searched under his bed for his boots, then sat down and pulled thea on. He wondered which was worse, seeing hiaself 
as he would be one day, if he lived that long - a senile old aan, too feeble to care for hiaself, auch less function 
in the world - or seeing the vicious, selfish aan that allowed hia to live the life he wanted, the life of command, 
the life of the leader. How would that half survive - or perhaps that was why the old often seaaed to fade away... 
Maybe the ’wolf’ couldn’t live knowing that now the good’ was the stronger and could cope with the restrictions of 
age. 

He stood up, pulling the gold shirt smoothly down over his hips. Spock had stood by hia then, when he was 
twinned, When all evidence indicated with absolute certainty that he was some ‘aad being’, there was no wavering, 
no finger pointing, Spock’s immediate reaction was that there had to be an iaposter. There had been no hesitation, 
no doubt. His fire resolve had convinced a reeling, groping aan that there was someone there to hold onto. 

But where was that @an now? When he had turned for help he was Slapped in the face and had his world torn out 
froa under hia. What had happened to thea since then? What had happened to a friendship that he had thought was 
fire and true for life? 

"Maybe Bones is right," he aused as he walked down the dialy lit corridor. “Maybe | try too hard to get Spock 
to be Huaan when he’s not and never will be. A Vulcan is different from us - maybe he’l! always be different..." 

"You’re up mighty early, Captain." 

Kirk turned around to see McCoy walking down the corridor, the doors to the Sickbay just. sliding shut behind 
hia. He grinned, “Bones, in all the years I’ve known you I have never seen you up at this hour unless we were on 
red alert and in deep trouble. What’s up?" 

"More like what’s out. Appendectoay. You know, that little appendix has robbed sore doctors of sore sleep 
over the past centuries than any other part of the Hugan anatomy. Brother, I sure could use some coffee. Interest- 
ed?" 

"Sounds good to ae. 

They walked in companionable silence to the nearest rec room and got coffee. Kirk was absently stirring his 
when McCoy leaned back and looked at hia. 

"You still haven’t answered ae. 

"About what?" 

“why you?re up at this God-forsaken hour?" 

Kirk looked down at his coffee. “No reason really. Guess I couldn’t sleep." 

"Ua." McCoy’s voice sounded skeptical. "Sure it’s not gore than that?" 

Kirk glanced up. “Should it be?* 

Mccoy nodded, “After what just happened, yes, there should be aore, * 

"You don’t seea bothered by it." 

"Jia, you and I ara vastly different. I’a closer in age to the aan ) becase because of that fool comet. Besides 
that, getting older intrigues ae - the whole process of aging is a new, interesting happening. You never talk about 
it, but the thought of getting older scares you. You’re at the age now where the future is yours, you are the aan 
that others look to, aeasure theaselves by and, for the ost part, fall short. Someday your place will be taken by 
another gan and you’!! aove on to something else. And you’li find it won’t bother you then because you’!! be older 
and other things will be more iaportant. You'll step aside gracefully. Perhaps there might be a tinge of regret, 
but you won’t feel the nuabing fear of age that you do now...” He broke off as Kirk drained his coffee, alaost like 
a drowning aan. “Want some sore?" 

Kirk nodded and handed hia his cup. 

"Better yet, let’s go to ay quarters. I have some really fine brandy I’ve been saving. I think now’s a good 
tie to break it open.” He stood up and waited expectantly. 

Kirk hesitated. He knew what McCoy had said about his fear of aging was true, but he wanted to forget about 
what happened. “Bones, I don’t think..." 


"Jim, come on, you need it. J won’t talk, I promise," 


The brandy flowed through his system, the fine, mellow liquor gradually soothing his ragged nerves. McCoy, 
true to his promise, nursed his glass in contented silence, keeping an eye on Kirk without being obvious about it. 
He relaxed as he saw the tenseness leave Kirk’s body as the brandy took hold. 

Finally Kirk glanced at the chronometer. “Guess it’s time to get to breakfast." He looked at the glass in his 
hand. “It’s been a long tise since I’ve started the day with a drink, Maybe it’l1] make facing Stocker a little 
easier...” 

"And Doctor Wallace?” 

The hazel eyes darkened as they held McCoy’s. "Now you are overstepping boundaries, Doctor.‘ 

"Maybe, Well, I’ve got tohit the sack. I’ getting too old tostay up all night. I’1] see you later, 


Captain.® 
; * 


Spock wasn’t at breakfast. funny, thought Kirk to hiasel# as he got his tray, I still look for hia, depend 
on his being here even when I never want to see his again. As he turned he aleost buaped into Stocker. 

"Bood morning, Comaodore." 

"Good morning, Captain.” 

Kirk drew in a deep breath as he felt his resolve waver, but McCoy’s ’medicinal’ brandy aade it uch easier to 
get the words out than he had thought. “Wild you join me for breakfast, sir? There are a few things I would like 
to talk to you about. we 


When Kirk stepped out of the turbolif#t onto the bridge an hour later, he felt auch better. He had sade his 
peace with Stocker and was reasonably sure that never again would the aan so hastily poke his nose into an area 
where he had no experience. 

He was the last one to arrive. Everyone else was busy settling into their shift - Sulu and Chekov were running 
a checklist at their console, Uhura was transmitting a eessage to Starbase 1, relaying the Enterprise’s estimated 
arrival time. He paused just outside the turbolift doors and looked at Spock. The Vulcan was staring down at his 
computer console, his mind seemingly far away. From where Kirk was standing, he couldn’t see Spock’s expression, 
didn’t know what was keeping him so preoccupied, 

The turbolift doors opened behind hia and Janet Wallace walked out. She smiled at hia a little uncertainly as 
he turned to see who it was. The smile wasn’t returned, 

"Do you need something, Doctor Wallace?" 

"I'd like to talk to you for a few minutes, if you’re not too busy.” 

He hesitated for a moment, hoping for away out, then sighed aentaliy. This did seea to be the morning for 
baring one’s soul. He aight as well get as many done as he could. 

"Mister Spock..." 

The Yulcan did not respond but remained staring at the computer panel. €xasperated, Kirk walked over to hia, 

"Mister Spock, I am talking to you!* 

Spock started momentarily, then turned to face Kirk, his face unreadable. 

"Spock, are you all right?" Habit, concern for this @an he thought a friend, surfaced over his exasperation. 

"IT 3a quite well, thank you, Captain. You wished to tell me something?® 

"Uh, yes. I want you to take the con for awhile.” 

"Acknowledged. * 

For a moment their eyes met, cold, dark eyes aeeting wounded hazel ones. Then Kirk turned away. Whatever they 
had shared was gone, there was nothing there to aeet halfway. 

They rode down to Deck 5S together, Jan watching the troubled aan standing beside her. When the doors opened he 
ushered her out, then led the way to his quarters. As the door slid shut behind thea, he turned to face her. 

"Well?" 

"Jie, you’re being cruel!" 

His eyebrows rose but he made no comment. 

"We’re going to arrive at Starbase 1@ soon. It way be years before we see each other again.° 

"What do you propose we do?" 

Her face reddened as they stood looking at each other. Finally he took pity on her, 

"Jan, what you remeaber happened between two very young people who only had their own lives to enjoy and worry 
about. We’re not those same peoples our lives have taken very different directions. What we once shared isn’t 


there anymore ~ you proved that a few days ago when you offered ae your ‘going away present’...” He paused as she 
turned away to stare at the wall. ‘You don’t love ae, Jan, you love someone you knew six years ago. I’ not that 
man..." He reached out and gently turned her toward hia, "I’m sorry, Jan..." 

Her eyes held his, her face mixed with anger and anguish. “Jim, we haven’t changed!" 

He nodded. "Yes, we have, | know it and you know it. We’re older, for one thing, and ay life has certainly 
changed. This ship is ay life now; maybe later there will be time for other things.“ 

She looked at his hands resting on her shoulders. ‘You know, when I was married to Theodore, I used to pretend 
that he was you. I never really knew hia, never let aysel¢ get close to him because of you...” She pulled away 
and turned for the door, then paused without looking back. "You have changed, Captain James Kirk, you have becoae 
as cold as your ship!” She walked out, leaving her angry words hanging in the air. 

Kirk sat down on his desk feeling drained. Damn, this was proving to be one hell of a day. First McCoy, then 
Stocker... McCoy, what had he said? Men change as they get older, priorities change. He had loved Jan once, or 
thought he had. But she had been devoted to her work and he had accareer. It had hurt at the time, but now he 
found it didn’t bother his, the ship had priority and he didn’t have to make the decision ~ there was none to make. 
The hurt of six years ago was totally gone. 

Wearily he got to his feet and started back for the bridge. A friendship of six years ago could end without 
hurt, but what about a friendship of today? The hurt was definitely there. 

"You look awful!” 

"I thought you’d gone to bed?” 

“I did. What have you been doing since we had that drink?° 

"Listening to true confessions, and making a few of ay own.” 

McCoy looked at hia thoughtfully. “And?” 

"And what?° 

“Forget it. What pressing business do you have for the next couple of hours?" 

"Nothing until we get to Starbase 18." 

"All right, come with ae." 

Ten minutes later, McCoy left Kirk sleeping soundly in his quarters and headed for the bridge to tell Spock he 
had command until they reached the Starbase, The news was accepted without question or comment, a happening not 


lost on McCoy. * 


It was a much refreshed Kirk who waited in the transporter rooa to see Lommodore Stocker and Janet Wallace beaa 
down to Starbase 18. Scotty, as usual with any sort of VIP, had assigned himself transporter duty. Kirk had 
arrived a few minutes early and was talking quietly with hia when Jan walked in. Kirk had his back to her and 
missed the look of resentment that was thrown his way. Scotty was surprised by her expression and missed what Kirk 
had just said to hia, 

"Pardon me, Sir, I didna quite catch that." 

But Kirk had been alerted to Jan’s presence and quietly turned, 

"The Captain himself has come to see us off - quite an honor!" Her voice was biting. 

"Janees" 

He was interrupted by Stocker’s arrival. “Captain, you’re sure you can’t stay in orbit and have dinner with 
ae?" 

"Thank you, Commodore, it’s a teapting invitation but that problem we encountered on Gamma Hydra 4 had put the 
Enterprise a little behind schedule. J’ afraid we'll have to pass up your hospitality on this trip. Hopefully 
the next time we’re in this area we’ll be able to take you up on it." . 

"T’11 look forward to it with great pleasure." 

Stocker gallantly ushered Janet Wallace onto the transporter platform. As she took her place, her eyes aet 
Kirk’s, hurt and puzzlement showing through her anger. 

“Take care, Jan..." His voice was very quiet but it told her he hadn’t wanted to hurt her. 

She smiled slightly. ‘You too, Jim." She didn’t understand fully yet what had happened but she had never been 
able to stay angry at hia for long. 

He turned to Scotty. “Energize.* 

Scotty mentally shook his head as he moved the levers. As often as he had watched Kirk interact with a woman, 
he somehow always had thea in the palm of his hand when it case to goodbyes. Five minutes ago Janet Wallace had 
been ready to kill hia, but one look had changed anger into caring. It was incredible. 


Spock silently relinquished the command chair when Kirk returned to the bridge. Uhura had already contacted 
the Starbase and received clearance to leave orbit. Kirk gave the order to take thea into space and settled back to 
study new orders that had been sent to the Enterprise from Starbase 18. He idly flipped through thea until one 
caught his attention. He read through it quickly, then got up and turned to Spock. 

"Mister Spock, I’ve...’ He glanced up to see the cold eyes looking at hia and stopped abruptly. Normally he 
would have shared the news with Spock, but looking at the unyielding figure he knew he couldn’t now. He glanced 
down at the orders in his hand, “Uh, you have the con, Mister Spock. [’11 be in ay quarters if you need ae." 

"Acknowledged, Captain.” 

Kirk turned to Sulu. “Change course to 112 mark 3, Mister Sulu. Hold her at Warp 1.° 

“Aye, sir, 112 mark 3.* 

Spock watched Kirk leave with a trace of puzzlement. Normally Kirk would have told him why he was @aking an 
unexpected course change, and would have definitely told hia what the contents of the order was that had so 
obviously caught his interest. Slowly he walked to the command chair and sat down, trying hard not to notice the 
iaprint of the aan who had just left it. It was very obvious now that Kirk was not about to forget what Spock had 
done to hia. Kirk had pulled away his friendship, his understanding. Spock was now being treated like any other 
meaber of the crew, spoken to when necessary, opinion asked when it was needed, an occasional compliment when the 
quality of his work demanded it. 

Spock ran a hand over his eyes in an unnoticed, purely instinctive Human gesture, He felt hollow inside, as 
though some vital part was missing. He had followed regulations in precisely the order they were called for, and he 
had been totally wrong. He knew he wouldn’t have even considered doing it if Commodore Stocker had not insisted, 
He was not in the wrong as far aS regulations went. But being right didn’t make the hurt any easier to bear. Kirk 
had turned away from hia, lost and betrayed, and he hadn’t turned back... 

“Are you all right, Mister Spock?” 

He had not seen Uhura approach. Quickly he took his hand away from his eyes. “[ a# quite well, thank you, 
Lieutenant. Did you wish something?’ 

"The Captain has called for a general briefing in half an hour." The soft brown eyes were clouded with concern 
as they looked at hia, not reassured by his words. “That would leave you tiae to see Doctor McCoy..." The coldness 
that flooded his face made her words falter. 

"T assure you there 1s nothing wrong, Lieutenant. I ost certainly do not need to see Doctor McCoy.* 

“Yes, sir," she said in a small voice, then aoved off to tell Sulu and Chekov. 


Planet Dagus 9 was a small, rather insignificant body in the Canopus star systea. Their technology had once, 
long ago, taken thes into space on short journeys to neighbouring planets. Being a friendly people, they had sought 
contact with others, eager to learn and to share their own knowledge. 

But the others that had come to Dagus 9 did not some as friendly visitors but as conquerors. They did not 
come to share but to take. After years of fierce battles, Dagus 9 finally emerged victorious. It was then that the 
planet leaders decided that never again would outsiders be allowed to come to Dagus 9, never again would alien ships 
be allowed to orbit her. They no longer built ships to travel into space; their technology was geared solely for 
defense, Their policy became one of total isolation - they lived in peace and they would not allow anything froa 
the outside to disturb that peace. Outsiders were treated harshly, shown no @ercy. Survival of Dagus 9 was of 
utmost iaportance. If it required death to maintain that peace, then they would accept the fact that they aust 
kill, and to that end a special security force was trained. Violence was foreign to the average Dagian it had to 
be instilled by special training allowed to only a few hand-picked elite of the security force. 

Over the past fifteen months, three survey ships had gone to make preliminary contact and all three had 
disappeared without a trace. It was only recently that Starfleet had noticed this happening since the survey ships 
followed no set orders and did their work as they arrived, filing their reports after making contact and quite often 
not reporting where they were going next. All that had been known previously was that the three ships were in the 
Canopus star system when they disappeared. After some careful checking it was discovered that they had all intended 
to make Dagus 9 their next stop. 

One of the orders Kirk had received concerned Dagus 9. Starfleet was concerned: the Federation was gradually 
starting colonies in that region and this could prove a real threat in that expansion. 

The Enterprise did not have any pressing commitments at the aoment and Dagus 9 was not very far from her 
projected course. Kirk had contacted Starfleet and was given the go-ahead to investigate. 

When everyone gathered for the briefing, Kirk told them what he knew from reports and what he had discussed 
with Starfleet. They were heading into potential danger. 1t aight be a freak coincidence that all three survey 


ships had disappeared, or it might be something else, They were to go in and find out. 

"J will take a security tea@ and bea@ down," Kirk continued. "We’ll go in native clothing and have transponders 
as well as Communicators. Mister Spock, you’!] be in command here.° 

Spock felt like he had been hit in the stomach, "Captain, as Science Officer I could...’ 

"No, Spock. I need aen | can..." He hesitated as he realized what he had alaost said. But he knew Spock had 
heard it anyway. 

He had thought long and hard before he had decided not to take Spock with hia. He needed people he coutd trust 
completely, who would obey hia. They were heading into the unknown, He wouldn’t have tise to worry about what 
Spock was going to do. 

“I need someone here to look after the ship," he continued. “You are the best qualified to comaand her.* 

Their eyes met. They both knew that Scotty was easily capable of handling what needed to be done. Spock 
looked away, afraid that his eyes would betray this latest hurt. 

Kirk gazed at hia for a few seconds longer, then looked up to include the others in the room. He was not 
taking any of his senior officers - he would be going with a detail of top security people. They would try to stay 
in contact with the ship, but in case of trouble would follow a rendezvous contact schedule. The transporters would 
be used only if there was no contact - then they were to be beamed up no matter what their condition. 

Finally Kirk finished. He looked at the others to make sure he had their attention, “This is a hands-off 
planet, gentlemen. Under no circumstances are any of you to beam down for any reason. Aside from the original 
landing party, no one from the Enterprise is to leave the ship. Is that understood?" 

There waS a @urauring of uneasy assent. As Kirk dismissed them, he knew that McCoy waS going to corner hia so 
he waited until the others had left. Spock had walked out without even glancing at hi, although Kirk had watched 
hia every step of the way. Jf only he would give an inch, Kirk thought to hiasel¢. Then, pushing the thought 
aside, he turned to McCoy. 

"Well?" 

McCoy sailed slightly at Kirk’s tone, then sobered. "You’re wrong, you know.‘ 

“About what?" 

"About not taking Spock. About trying to prove something to yourself that isn’t necessary." 

"Which is?" 

"That you’re the sage aan you were before Saama Hydra 4, that you have the same capabilities, that you’re still 
the Captain.” 

"Bones, I made a fool of ayself in front of the crew. Maybe they can forget if, I can’t." 

"From the praise Comsodore Stocker heaped on you over that little trick to get away from the Romulans, I very 
auch doubt that you have to prove anything to the crew. What about Spock?° 

“t need hia here." 

“No, you don’t. Anv other situation like this you’ve always taken hia with you. Why not this tiae?" 

Kirk turned to leave. “It’s a command decision, Doctor. I don’t want to discuss it." 

“Jim, you’re heading into what could be real danger. Don’t you think you should stop being so hard-headed 
about what Spock did and take hia? You’re going to need help down there. ° 

"I’m being hard-headed?" Kirk turned at the doorway, not believing what McCoy had said. “Bones, that aan 
alaost wiped out ay life with a wave of his hand. He didn’t come to ae to say he was going to do it, he didn’t ask 
ae or give ae a chance to prove ayself - he opened his daaned ganual and pointed to section and paragraph and told 
ae [ was incompetent and useless. Now you want ae to take hia with ae? Starfleet duty is ay life, and you know how 
important trust is when a an’s life depends on the actions of someone else. How the hell do { know what Spock’s 
going to do?" ve 

"Jia, will you listen for a minute! How many tiaes has Spock been the one standing between you and disaster..." 

“What about Talos, Doctor? What about Omicron Ceti Three? How do I know that’s not the real Spock?* 

"Jitees" 

But Kirk turned on his heel and left. He did not notice the slender figure pressed back against the wall at 
the corridor junction. Spock had stayed behind, waiting to talk to Kirk, to try to convince Kirk to let him go on 
the landing party. From the time the briefing room door opened, he had heard the exchange between Kirk and McCoy. 
He had heard Kirk adit openly that he no longer trusted his First Officer, that he didn’t want to put himself in 
the position where his life might depend on the Vulcan. In a far corner of the Vulcan’s heart something flickered, 


then died. 
* 


It was an oddly garbed group of aen that gathered in the transporter rooe. They were dresaed in jeans and tee 
shirts, Kirk’s proudly bearing the picture of what seemed to be a pack of something called Bubble Sue. Each of the 
aen had siailar patterns on their shirts. XcCoy was there to insert the transponders, Kirk had already worked out 
acall schedule with Uhura: all messages were to be scraabled in case they were somehow aonitored. 

Spock called thea from the bridge. "No notice had been taken of our arrival, Captain. Lieutenant Uhura has 
been aeonitoring their broadcasts and no aention has been aade of us. I have selected co-ordinates close to one of 
their aajor cities.‘ 

"Thank you, Mister Spock. Kirk out." 

As he turned away he aleost buaped into McCoy who had aoved behind hia. “Please be careful, Jia," he said in a 
low voice. "You don’t even know what you’re looking for." 

Kirk smiled a little. "Don’t worry so auch, Bones. It’s probably just coincidence that the survey ships were 
lost. This is probably just a planet full of peaceful people who want to be left alone." 

"Yeah, the disappearance of the survey crews proves that auch." 

“Bones!* 

"I know, ay advice isn’t wanted." He sailed alittle. ‘Take care, Jia." 

Kirk nodded. “"We’ll be back soon." * 


They aaterialized on some rolling faraland just at the outskirts of a large city. They appeared to have arrived 
undetected the area was completely deserted. Kirk signalled the ship to tell of their safe arrival. They waited a 
short tiae to eake sure they had been unobserved, then aoved out of the covering woods and cliabed the wire fence 
which separated thea from the road. There was quite abit of traffic ~- old style automobiles with coabustion 
engines roared past. Fortunately the shoulders of the road were wide enough so they weren’t in danger of being run 
down. The four of thea set a brisk pace and soon entered the city. 

For a tiae they becase typical tourists. Never before had any of thea seen acity quite like this one. The 
streets were full of people, some busily heading for a specific destination, others strolling along looking into 
store windows. A great nuaber were sitting on benches in the huge park which seeaed to dominate the aiddle of the 
city, 

They stared at displays of cameras, radios, televisions and clothes, aost looking like auseua speciaens of a 
long ago, alaost forgotten period. Saunders, the chief security aan, quietly took tricorder readings. Not knowing 
what they were looking for, Kirk had decided to get readings on everything, 

They slowly passed through the city, seeing nothing that aeant anything to any of thes. Then Bradshaw caught 
up with thea. He had stopped off aomentarily at an art gallery they had passed, 

"Captain, you’re being followed." 

Kirk never broke stride. “Are you sure?" 

"Yes, sir. 1’ve been behind you for five or six blocks and there are three aen who are definitely pacing you. 
They stop when you stop} if you enter a building they break into a dead run to get into the sage building with you." 

Kirk frowned. He couldn’t believe that anyone would have suspected they were aliens but wy else would soseone 
show such interest in thea? They certainly had done nothing to attract attention. 

They had entered a ore deserted part of the city. There were few passers-by, and the buildings stood solid 
and forbidding, contrasting with the openness of the shopping area. Suddenly they were no longer alone - a group of 
uniforaed aen were coming toward thea. Glancing back, Kirk saw the aen Bradshaw had told hia about. 

"Looks like we’ve got company." 

They stopped walking. The group of uniformed aen opened out and surrounded thea. They carried weapons but did 
not take thee out. 

"You will come with us.” The leader of the group was a tall, hawk-nosed aan with a gravelly voice and hard 
blue eyes. 

"What have we done?" Kirk’s surprise was genuine. 

"The Prefect wishes to speak with you.* 

They were quickly searched and their communicators and phasers were taken, along with Saunders’ tricorder. They 
were led into a nearby building and brought to a cold, grey room that had some chairs lined up against the wall. 
They were told to sit, then aost of the guards left. A couple took up positions near the only door. 

A short tiae later a handsoae, pleasant-looking aan cage in. He glanced briefly at the aen sitting by the wall, 
then turned and spoke to one of the guards who quickly departed. 

"Well, gentleaen," he said as he turned, "we are always interested in visitors to our city, especially visitors 
who have come from so far away.® His eyes carefully ran over each aan before finally resting on Kirk. His gaze was 


aet squarely, causing a tiny smile to touch the corners of his aouth. ‘You are the leader of this group?" 

“We are friends, sir, we don’t have a leader.’ 

"Yes, | aa sure you are friends, but you are not of this planet. It is ay job to find out about you and what 
plans you have for conquest..." 

Kirk slowly stood. ‘We have no interest in ‘conquest’. We have no possible seans of doing so even if we had." 

“You have a very large ship in orbit around this planet..." He noticed that the aan standing seeaed to take no 
apparent concern at his words, but the ones still sitting glanced at each other. These were indeed the four sen 
that had disrupted the security bea@ surrounding the planet. ‘There is no use denying it, we have been aonitoring 
you since you arrived. Space does not interest us, but when aliens start tampering with our world, we aust act..." 

The guard returned, bringing other gen with hia} they stood just inside the door. The Prefect aotioned the 
three security aen to go with thea. They glanced at Kirk who was still standing and saw the slight nod. Wordlessly 


they got up and left. 
"You will come with ae." Two guards cage up behind hia. Kirk followed without protest. 


An hour later found them at an iapasse. All the Prefect had discovered was Kirk’s name. Apart froa that, Kirk 
had regained silent. Finally the aan put down the pencil he had been fiddling with. 

“We do not keep prisoners, Mister Kirk, except for the few who aight prove useful. You are the leader of these 
gen, although you deny it. lt waS to you they looked for guidance. You were the only one who seemed unaffected by 
our knowledge of your ship. If you will come to the window, you will see what we do to rid ourselves of unwanted 
invaders." 

As Kirk watched, the Enterprise men were brought out of the building below. Off to the side stood a aan with 
a strangely shaped gun. In rapid fire succession he fired three shots and the security men dropped. 

A sharp intake of breath and clenched fists were the only reaction Kirk showed at the slaughter of his een. 

"A relatively painless poison, it renders a aan unconscious before it kills. Not the worst way to die.” The 
Prefect turned away from the window and went back to his desk. He glanced at Kirk and the small saile returned, 
This waS indeed a leader of men - watching the death of his friends did not instill terror in this aan, only anguish 
that they had to die. He was different froa the other strangers of recent tiaes. They had broken quickly and thair 
infor@ation was inadequate. But they had said others would follow. Now, obviously, they had. 

“Well, Mister Kirk, if you would resume your seat we will continue our discussion.” 


The landing party was late with its rendezvous schedule. Lieutenant Uhura tried all channels and opened up an 
egergency beag - nothing worked. Silence was all that eet her calls. 

When McCoy came onto the bridge there was growing tension and concern as each atteapt to contact the landing 
party proved as fruitless as the last. Spock was bent over his computers, seemingly oblivious to what was going on 
around hia. When he finally straightened up, McCoy was fuging at his side. 

"Well, Spock?® 

“Well what, Doctor?® 

"What are you going to do?° 

The dark eyes aet the fury of the blue ones with no apparent concern. ‘I a@ going to do nothing, Doctor. That 
is what I was ordered to do and at the aosent that is what I a@ doing. The Captain has missed but one check - that 
is not in itself highly unusual.” 

"And if he’s in trouble?" 

"That is not known at this tiae, Doctor, and regulations forbid ae to interfere even if there was trouble, If 
you will excusa ae, J have work to do." He bent back over his computer. 

McCoy watched hia for a few moments, then stormed off the bridge, torn by anger and Worry: As the turbolift 
doors closed, Spock straightened up again and had Uhura cal] Scott to the bridge. 


For the aoment the talking seeaed to be done. Kirk had been taken from the room where he had watched his aen 
‘die, to a Small chaaber. There he was stripped and given a very thorough, bruising search. When they finally let 
hia get back onto his feet, they left hia naked. One of the guards brought a strange aachine and slowly ran it over 
Kirk. As it passed his left ara where McCoy had inserted the transponder, it aade a strange, buzzing sound. The 
guards looked at each other, then two of thea held hia while the aachine was passed over his ara again. The buzzer 
sounded again. One of the guards picked up an old fashioned scalpel and Kirk’s are was held out. He put up a brief 
Struggle which resulted in getting hit hard in the stoaach. He folded in pain and the guards held hia on the floor 
while the transponder was reaoved. They left hia lying there, his ara bloody, and took their find to their 
coseander, 


Spock and Scotty were in the transporter room. The landing party had just aissed their second check-in. Scotty 
was busily setting the transporter lock to correspond with the transponders. Spock was standing iapatiently at his 
side. 

"That’s got thea, Mister Spock." 

"Good. Energize." 

Three liap bodies aaterialized on the transporter pad. Spock and Scotty looked at thea in silence for a few 
aoaents, then Spock hit the intercoa. 

"Doctor McCoy, report to the transporter room iasediately." 

He went over to the bodies along with Scotty. There didn’t appear to be a eark on any of thea, no sign of a 
struggle, but they were undeniably dead. Before he had a chance to look any further, McCoy arrived. 

"What the devil happened to thea?" 

Spock turned an iepassive face to McCoy. ‘I do not know, Doctor. I called you here to give ae that answer." 

Their eyes locked for a moment, then McCoy called Sickbay for three stretchers and his medical teaa. 

“What about Jia?" asked McCoy as he turned away from the console. “Where is he?" 

"Unknown, Doctor. We locked onto the transponder beaas but only thes@ aen were brought up. I should think 
that the Captain has lost possession of his transponder or he would have surely been beamed up with the rest of the 
landing party." 

"Is he alive? 

"l have no way of ascertaining that fact, Doctor. Now, I would appreciate it if you can tell ae what killed 
these en as soon as possible." Spock turned and left with Scotty before McCoy could say anything else. 

"You cold-blooded Vulcan!" said McCoy under his breath. "I think Jia was right not to trust you.° 


Once again Kirk was back in the Prefect’s office. He was being held firmly by two guards and they were the 
only things stopping hia frog falling to the floor. His aouth was bloody and one of his eyes was rapidly swelling, 
For each question he refused to answer he was hit either in the stomach or in the face. He had tried to lash out 
once but was beaten for the effort. 

"Come now, Mister Kirk, just tell us what this thing is that was taken from your ara, what these devices are 
which you were carrying. ! promise things will go easier for you." 

Kirk lifted his head a little. ‘No.* 

“A pity. I really do dislike using such barbaric force. However..." 

Kirk had not expected the whip. He jerked forward, only to have the guards who were holding hie pull hia back. 
Each stroke brought new agony, new fire. He gade no sound but his body betrayed his pain each time the whip landed. 
The commander watched with gria eyes. 

Finally it stopped. He could feel the ware blood running down his back. He braced hiaself and stood straight, 
fighting for breath and fighting the incredible pain. 

“All right, Kirk, you gay remain silent if you wish. Your pain will eventually break you, your pain and the 
knowledge that your ship has been destroyed." 

The pain-filled hazel eyes darkened. 

"Yes, we have aeans of destroying invaders." 

"I told you...we are not...invaders...° 

"Take hia. I donot have tiae to listen to lies!" 


Spock ran the infora@ation through the coaputer again, and again he received the sage answer. The planet was 
surrounded by an ultrasonic radio beaa on such a high frequency that it would go unnoticead by ordinary sensor 
equipment. There waS no way of beaging down to the planet surface without breaking that beas which was obviously 
some sort of warning device. The landing party had gone down unaware of it, and for that three of thea had died. 
What had happened to Kirk? Why wasn’t he with the others? 

Scotty arrived in answer to his suasons. He silently read the coaputer readout, then looked at Spock. "That 
ties it, then. They were spotted the ainute they landed." 

"Apparently. 1s there any way you can see that the beaw can be disrupted long enough to be able to pass 
through it undetected?" 

Scotty looked at the report again, then shook his head doubtfully. "I’a not sure - | think Lieutenant Uhura 
should have a look at this, Mister Spock. Radio beags are aore in her line of work than eine." 

Spock stood up. “Very well, as soon as you have worked something out, let me know. J shall be on the bridge." 

Scotty shook his haad as Spock left. “When you have worked something out..." Didn’t the Vulcan know that sone 


things aight be iapossible? 

Spock stoped off in Sickbay on his way to the bridge. McCoy glanced up at hia, then went back to his work. 
Spock waited patiently until he had finished. 

"Poison," he Said wearily, leaning back against the desk. ‘Minute puncture wound, lethal poison. I doubt they 
ever knew what hit thes, They’ve been dead a couple of hours." He looked at the Vulcan. “What are you going to do 
now, Spock?" 

"Nothing at the aoaent, Doctor." 

“Nothing!” McCoy exploded. "I can’t believe you, Spock. A full Vulcan isn’t as cold as you are!" 

"My orders..." 

"To hell with your orders! Jia’s down there somewhere, obviously in real trouble, and you babble away about 
orders!" 

"The Captain said..." 

"Spock, will you shut up and listen to ae? Man does not live by rules and regulations, he lives by the seat of 
his pants. If you listen to Starfleet, you condean Jaaes Kirk to death. Isn’t it about ti@e you started to realize 
what friendship is all about ~ how to give as well as get?" 

"Doctor, 1 don’t think..." 

"Then it’s daan well about tie you did! What have you ever done to deserve what Kirk has done for you? You 
were virtually an outcast and he welcomed you to life, no holds barred, nothing asked. Hell, in the past few aonths 
he’s ignored direct orders froa Starfleet to take you to Vulcan..." 

Surprise flickered in Spock’s eyes. 

"He aade ae prosise not to tell you but it’s about tise you realized how close he case to being busted out of 
the service because of you! Komack gave hia direct orders not to go to Vulcan and do you know what he said? 7] 
can’t let Spock die, can I, Bones? He’s ay friend. I owe hia ay life a dozen ties over. Isn’t that worth a 
career?’" 

Spock turned away, unable to face McCoy’s fury. 

"And that’s not all. He alaost died in order to save your father. When you wouldn’t raise a finger to halp 
because you were following your blasted regulations, he struggled out of bed and said he couldn’t daan you for your 
loyalty, Spock, when are you going to understand that that aan loves you? I’@ hanged if I can understand why..." 

"He refused to take ae on this aission," Spock’s voice was very low and unsteady. ‘I heard what he told you in 
the briefing room, He doesn’t want ae next to hia." 

McCoy grabbed Spock and spun hia around so that the Vulcan couldn’t hide froa hia. “Have you given hia any 
reason to feel otherwise? Did you go to hig and try to explain? Did you do anything to let hia know how you felt 
about what you did?" 

"No, he turned away...” 

"Then you couldn’t have tried very hard. Spock, he was crying inside because of what you did. He thought he 
had a friend who would stand beside hia no aatter what, as he had always done for you. Prove to hia that you’re 
that friend...° 

Spock raised stricken eyes to McCoy’s face, then turned and left the Sickbay without a word. 


They pulled hia out of the cold, dark room and they beat hia again. Each tiae the whip landed he was asked for 
inforaation and each tise he shook his head. He had finally fallen to his knees when the Prefect walked in. He 
glanced at the bloody figure, then turned to his een. 

"He has said nothing?” i 

"He has not even cried out, Prefect. I have never seen a aan endure what he has without breaking.® 

"Interesting. He is indeed different from the ones who cage before. However, it is tise we dealt with his 
ship. Put hi back in his cell, let his pain deal with hia for a while. Once his ship has been destroyed, | will 
interrogate hia again ayself." 

They hauled Kirk to his feet and dragged hia out. Within ainutes he was again in the cold, clamay blackness of 
his prison, His legs refused to hold hia once the guards released hia and he sank slowly to the floor, his body 
treabling froa the shock of the beating. He fought for control over the pain and the desperation that was 
threatening to overwhela hia. The sight of his gen aurdered in front of his shone in the darkness. He wrapped his 
ares around his legs and pulled thea up to his chest, trying to hold in a little body heat, then buried his face 
into his knees. *« 


"We can do it, Mister Spock. If we put the phasers on !/i8#th power and aia a concentrated beam at one spot, 
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we should be able to disrupt the beaa long enough to send down a landing party." 

"There will be no landing party, Mister Scott. I shall beam down alone.® 

"But, Mister Spock..." 

"The Captain’s orders ware that no one was to follow hia down. I cannot order anyone to disobey. I a@ going 
on ay own authority. 171] need you here in command. It is apparent that the survey crews eet a sigilar fate, but 
as yet what happened to their ships is unknown. If anything does threaten the Enterprise, you are the best one to 
deal with the problea.’ 

"You should at least take Doctor McCoy." 

"He is not to be told I a@ going, Mister Scott." 

Scotty’s eyebrows rose slightly at the barely controlled anger in Spock’s voice, but he said nothing. It was 
obvious that the First Officer and Chief Surgeon had been at odds again. 

*] will Deaa down to the co-ordinates from which we brought up the bodies of the security detail,” continued 
Spock. “Can you be ready in a half hour?” 

"Aye, Lieutenant Uhura’s working on it now." 

"Good. I shall aeet you in the transporter roo in thirty ainutes.° 


A little over half an hour later, Spock was standing against the wall of a large, forbidding-looking building. 
He did not signa) that he had arrived; he could signal the ship only once and that would be when he had Kirk. 

He slipped through the unlocked door and into the building. He was not dressed in his Starfleet unifore but 
al] in black, a black sweater over black pants, a black knit hat pulled down over his ears. He didn’t know what he 
was going to do} he only knew he had to somehow manage to get to Kirk. Chances were he waS Somewhere in this 
building, since this was where the security een had died. 

He aoved silently down the corridor, carefully easing open doors and looking into every roo@ he passed but he 
found nothing. He cage to a staircase at the end of the corridor and stood undecided for a few ginutes over which 
direction he should go, Some instinct told hia down, and he quietly descended, 

“We are ready, Prefect. We have the ship lined up..." 

He was interrupted by one of the guards. ‘Pardon ae, Prefect, but the bodies of the three strangers have 
disappeared." 

"What do you gean, they’ve disappeared?" 

"A few minutes ago, a detail went to remove thea and they weren’t there. We can’t find thea anywhere." 

"Check with Security. Maybe they got there before you. Report back to ae when you’ve found thea.’ 

"Yes, Prefect.” 

Spock pressed back against the wall as the aan passed hia. For a soment he thought about following hia, then 
decided to press on in the direction he had been going. Moving quietly, he came to an open door and, cautiously 
looking in, Saw gen and aachinery and heard what was about to happen. He listened intently for a few ainutes, then 
retreated back down the corridor and took out his coaaunicator. 


Thanks to Spock, when the attack came the Enterprise was prepared, her shields on full. Scotty and Sulu 
gradually eased out of orbit while the transporter room flushed out debris that would make it look as though they 
had been destroyed. They silently slipped out of orbit behind their smoke screen. In half an hour they would sade 
one pass back in to get Mister Spock and the Captain. {ff they weren’t able to contact Spock, they would head out 
into open space and contact Starfleet. This plan would give Spock very little tise to find Kirk, assuming he was 


still alive. 
* 


"We have debris on our scanners, Prefect. The ship appears to have been destroyed. ° 

"It no longer registers?* 

"No, sir," 

The Prefect turned away from the aachine. “Good, now I have tise to deal with Kirk.® 

Spock tailed hia as he went down the corridor. He melted into a dark recess as the aan stopped to talk to some 
guards. 

"Bring hia to ay office in twenty ainutes.* 

‘Twenty ainutes,’ thought Spock. ’Alpost the tive for the Enterprise to be saking her pass,’ He slipped 
out of his shelter and soved back down the corridor, He opened his comaunicator and set the emergency signal. He 
would have to risk the communication being picked up. He didn’t darerisk the fnterprise missing a late signal. 
Putting the comaunicator back on his belt he cautiously sade his way toward the now open door. He paused a little 
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uncertainly in the dark alcove and listened. 

"Sure you don’t want to talk, Kirk?" 

There was a sickening crunch as if something had been kicked hard by a heavy boot. The almost stifled gasp 
definitely came from Kirk. 

"Stubborn little runt, aren’t you? Well, your ship’s just been destroyed. You’re all by yourself, little aan, 
and we’ve got all the tise in the world." 

There was a Slight pause, then the voice case again. “Set hia on his feet." 

There was a scuffing sound, then the unmistakable sound of a fist aeeting flesh. The moan of pain tore through 
to Spock’s soul, He couldn’t wait any longer. 

The bully who had been hitting Kirk dropped without a sound. The two aen who were holding Kirk were haapered 
by his leaning body and quickly joined their unconscious comrade. Spock aanaged to catch Kirk before he, too, hit 
the hard stone floor. Gently he eased hia down, then went to the door and pulled it shut, locking it behind hia. 
The overhead light was still blazing, showing Spock the grim beating that Kirk had undergone. The smooth skin on 
Kirk’s back was just a bloody memory, the dagage done by the whip extensive. His face was a@ aass of bruises and one 
eye was swollen shut. There were gany bruises covering the rest of his body. 

Spock aoved hia to the far side of the cell, then gently lowered hia to the floor, quickly sitting and support- 
ing hia in his arms. Kirk goaned as Spock’s ara crossed his injured back. Spock was momentarily at a loss as to 
what to do. 

“Jia? 

There was no response, no flicker of recognition. 

“Jia, it’s Spock. Can you hear ae?" 

Kirk only goaned again. 

"Jia, I’m going to try a aeld, try to relieve soe of your pain...” His fingers touched the bruised face, feel- 
ing for the familiar points of entry. His eyes narrowed as he met the full force of Kirk’s agony. Gradually he 
drew some to hiaself, enough so Kirk would not be overwhelaed by shock before he could get hia to McCoy. 

Slowly Kirk’s eyes opened. At first he didn’t seea to focus clearly, then he looked at Spock, "I thought... 
told you...Stay on the ship..." 

Spock nodded, a tiny smile showing at the corners of his moouth at the repriaand. "Yes, Captain, you did, but 
events deemed it necessary that I should disobey you." 

A shudder ran through Kirk and he bit his lip hard to stop from crying out at the pain. Gradually he won the 
battle. When he could think sore clearly again the slight seile wasreturned, ‘What about...regulations?" The 
voice was low and shaking. 

"Friendship does not go by reguiations, Jia - the rules sometiaes have to be decided by something other than 
logic." 

"Friendship..." Kirk gradually went liap in Spock’s aras, Fear swept through the Vulcan until he found Kirk’s 
pulse. It was weak and rapid, but at least it was still there. Five minutes till rendezvous. 

. He heard thea coming down the hall, heard the exclagations when the guards were found to be aissing. The door 
shook, then rattled under the hammering, but did not give. 

Slowly Spock stood up, cradling Kirk’s liap body in his ares. Three ainutes. Loud voices sounded on the other 
side of the door, to be followed by running footsteps. fwo ainutes. The footsteps returned. Carefully Spock 
shifted Kirk in his aras and took out his phaser. One minute. The key rattled in the lock accompanied by a cursing 
voice, then the door opened to reveal three unconscious guards in an otherwise eapty cell. , 


Spock sat drained and exhausted in Sickbay, watching as McCoy worked on Kirk. He had met them in the transport- 
er roog as they had beamed aboard, Spock’s dark sweater soaked with Kirk’s blood. They did not speak as they soved 
to Sickbay and they had not spoken during the tise McCoy worked. 

Scotty case in almost unnoticed. "Starfleet wants you to make a report, Mister Spock.” For a soment he 
didn’t think Spock had heard hia, then the Vulcan slowly stood up. 

"I shall be in ay quarters, Doctor.* 

McCoy grunted but didn’t look up. Spock’s eyes rested on Kirk for a few soments, then he turned and left. 

“Doctor?® McCoy glanced up to see Scotty’s worried face. 

"It’s bad, Scotty. He’s in deep shock and has lost a lot of blood.” 

Scotty nodded slowly. ‘Well, I’1) be on the bridge." 

"I?ll let you know." * 


Spock had aade his report to Starfleet and was changing his clothes when the door buzzer sounded. He pulled on 
his unifora shirt, then activated the lock. He was surprised to see McCoy standing there. 

"May [ come in?" 

Spock nodded. It was very rare for McCoy to coae to his quarters and usually it was Jases Kirk that brought 
hia. 

McCoy stepped just inside the door. "He’l] live, Spock, thanks to your meld." He sailed slightly. "Jia told 
ae what you did down there, or at least what he remeabers, which isn’t euch..." His eyes darkened. "Now, why the 
hell did you go down there without ae?" 

Spock’s eyebrows lifted. "Because you told ae | had to, Doctor, or words to that effect." Their eyes held, 
for once in complete understanding, 

"You’d better get to the Sickbay. He’s staying conscious by a thin thread of determination. He wants to talk 


to you." * 


The room was dialy lit. Kirk was lying on his stomach, his back packed with aedication and sterile coverings. 
Spock stood quietly at the doorway, not sure if Kirk was sleeping. 

"Come in, Spock." There was a Slight intake of breath as Kirk moved his head and pain coursed through his body. 

The Vulcan moved to the bed and sat on the chair near the head. Silently they looked at each other, then Kirk 
held out a hand. 

"Friends?" 

Spock gently took Kirk’s hand in both of his. “Friends. 

Kirk smiled a little. “I was wrong to doubt." 

"And [ was wrong to listen to Comsodore Stocker. There are tises regulations should be ignored." 

"Us. 1°71] remember that at your court-eartial." He lay silent for a few ainutes, then looked at Spock again. 
"Thanks..." 

Spock inclined his head slightly, “Starfleet has been warned, Captain, and Dagus 9 has been quarantined. They 
appear to desire no outside contact and should be left alone." 

"Yes, they do seem to take notable exception to strangers..." His hand tightened on Spock’s as a stab of pain 
shot through hia. 

"Jia, you need McCoy..." 

"No, I’@ all right." 

"At least try to Sleep." 

"Never was auch good on ay stomach." But he closed his eyes and within a few minutes his breathing slowed to 
the deep, regular sovements of sleep. 

Spock remained sitting with Kirk’s hand in his. Even in his sleep Kirk’s grip had not relaxed but Spock didn’t 
aind. He was content to maintain the physical contact which was beginning to aean so auch to thee both. 

McCoy cage in at regular intervals to check on Kirk. Never once did he comment on Spock’s presence. He had 
Said all he felt he had needed to. He would not eabarrass Spock by stating the obvious. 

The hours passed slowly. Occasionally Kirk would wake up, aogentarily disoriented and bordering on the edge of 
panic, but Spock would still be there, holding his hand, his quiet presence calaing Kirk instantly. And sometiae 
during that long night, the fire understanding of friendship was peraanently instilled. 








It is a curiosity of aan that he only gives his deepest respect after sone sort of conbat. Whether the 
struggle is physical, epotional, intellectual, on whatever, we save our strongest ties for those with whop we have 
shared the hottest fires. 


veeDave Kindred 


“Admiral?” Xomack looked up at the hesitant question, causing his yeoman to quail at his irritated expression, 
but she swallowed hard and continued. "Urgent communication from the Enterprise, sir, requesting your iamediate 
attention.‘ 

“Which aabitious cadet is snitching now?" 

"It’s from Captain Pike hiaself, sir." 

Komack stared at her. He considered Chris Pike an ally of sorts, one of the few officers Komack had kept track 
of after he left the Academy where Komack had copmanded for so many years. “Well," he said finally, “don’t just 
stand there clutching the tape." 

He waited until the yeoman had left, then put the tape into the viewer. His face grew dark with anger as he 
listened to Pike’s message, finally slamming his fist down to stop the transaission, "So that’s what you think 
about the personnel I assign you, is it?" he auttered. °I protected you for a long time, Chris, and this is the 
thanks you give ae for it.* He got up and walked over to the window. ‘Well, Captain, from nowon you’re on your 
own, and [’1i be throwing you the best surprise the Empire has to offer..." A spile crossed his face. °...and the 
most ruthless. Sleep well tonight, ay friend, it will be your last!” 


"Holy shit!” * 


Spock looked up in surprise at Pike’s uncharacteristic outburst. “ls there some problea, Captain?" 

“Where’s Sulu?® demanded Pike. “He’s going to pay for this with his hide!" 

"Ensign Sulu is still in the sickbay,” replied Spock. "If you recall, Nuaber One’s knife opened quite a cut 
down his face." 3 

"A pity it didn’t goright into his brain!" said Pike savagely as he got to his feet, leaving without a 
backward glance at the Vulcan, 

For a few minutes Spock sat in silence, the echoes of Pike’s footsteps slowly dying away. Even though he was 
now alone in the briefing room, Spock carefully looked around before getting up and goving to the viewer. A quick 
glance showed hia that Pike had indeed been too upset to put the Starfleet communication under voice lock. He 
replayed the tape, his eyebrow slowly rising as the information flashed on the screen. He stared at it, then 
switched it off after putting the information safely under command voice lock, 


Sulu was lying pale and still when Pike stored into the sickbay. The long knife wound sarked a vivid line 
down the side of his face. By Pike’s orders, it had been stitched with old~fashioned instruments. Sulu would carry 
the reminder of his folly for the rest of his days. A hard hand nearly snapped his head off, 

“You don’t deserve to live!® said Pike, his voice shaking with rage. 
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“What the hell..." started Sulu. 

"You’re $0 eager to advance, Ensign. You just couldn’t wait for the natural order of things. You thought if 
you aurdered ay First Officer that you’d get some sort of reward. Well, you’ve got it Mister, we’ve all got it. J 
want you to lie here and conteaplate the future. Think of the one aan in Starfleet that you wouldn’t want to deal 
with. Think of the Ban who is going to go over the top of everybody all the way to Starfleet Command, then thank 
yourself for being the reason he’s going to be on this ship..." 

"Chris, what the devil are you doing?" Phil Boyce case in while Pike was shaking Sulu. "Here now, leave hia 
alone!" He pulled Pike away. 

Pike glared at him. "Protect hia while you can, Doctor,” he said. "If he makes just one Slip, just one, [’)} 
be waiting." He stared at Sulu for a moment, then turned and left. 

Sulu gingerly touched his face, the pain throbbing aore fiercely than ever. “I have a feeling he’s not happy 
with Nuaber Gne’s replacement." 

"Ah, so Starfleet’s finally acted on that one. Did he say who it was?® 

"No, not exactly." 

"What do you aean, not exactly?" 

"Ask hi,” said Sulu. x 


Captain Robert Wesley walked into his quarters feeling almost weak with relief. "What have I done to earn 
this favor from you, Komack?” he asked hiaself quietly. “Heaven knows I raised enough of a stink when I first got 
collared with hia, but you said he’d be a good officer, and there’s no way I can fault his service here. I’a just 
damned lucky to be getting hia off ay ship without having to be dead to do it." He poured hiaself a stiff drink, 
then hit the intercoa. 

"Lieutenant Commander Kirk, report to the Captain’s quarters imaediately.* 


"Trouble," said Farrell as he helped Kirk replace the casing of the photon torpedo J auncher. 

Kirk looked at his burly bodyguard with a grin. “Have you been up to something I should know about, Chie#?" 

For a minute Farrell looked insulted, then he realized Kirk was teasing hia. "Not so you’d get pulled onto the 
carpet, sir. Just the usual business involved with keeping everybody in line..." 

“And @y head connected to ay shoulders,” acknowledged Kirk. He finished with the casing, then stood up. "Well, 
that shouldn’t explode now the next tiae someone energizes the weapons.” He held up a Small device. "Unusual 
design. I’d like you to track down the creator. I want to know how this was made.” 

"Consider it done,” said Farrell. He hesitated as Kirk started away. “Uh, shouldn’t I go with you?" 

Kirk turned back, his face totally innocent. “Why, Farrell, I’ve only been invited to the Captain’s quarters. 
He probably wants to share a glass of his famous brandy!" 

"Yeah, well, be careful. It eight be poisoned." 

"That is beneath Wesley’s dignity,” replied Kirk lightly. “Besides, if I die there, he knows his own death is 
assured. You’ve built quite a reputation for yourself, Chief." 

“Comes with being associated with good people, sir," answered Farrell with aogrin. "I’l] see about that 
inventer you’re interested in." x 


"Come," said Wesley as the buzzer sounded. He watched in silence as Kirk walked in, noting he had come alone, 
or at least none of his operatives were stationed within sight. 

Kirk put a small device down on the desk in front of Wesley. "The torpedoes are operative again, sir." 

Wesley picked up the small cube. "Who?" 

"Farrell will know shortly." 

"And?" 

Kirk looked at hia for a moment. Wesley rarely asked about reprimands. "It depends on who it is, and why the 
sabotage was done.” 

"More death, Kirk?" 

"Captain, you have never questioned ay methods in the past. Is there some reason they have become unsatisfac- 
tory?" 

"No," said Wesley shortly. He gestured to an eapty chair. “Sit down, Jim. Like a drink?" 

Kirk hesitated. He had served just under a year with Wesley. Never before had the Captain called hia by his 
first name, and never had he offered hia a drink. 

Wesley kooked up. ‘“What’s the matter, scared I’11 try to poison you?" 


Kirk shook his head. "You wouldn’t be that foolish.* 

Wesley chuckled. "I’ll say this auch for you, Kirk, you’re honest, and that’s something rare in this Eapire of 
ours. 60 on, sit down.® 

Kirk sat and took the glass Wesley handed hia. “Your private stock, sir?" 

Wesley nodded. "Consider it a going away present." 

Kirk stiffened and felt the hair rising on the back of his neck. Had he totally underestimated this aan? Then 
he slowly relaxed. He trusted his instincts. He knew Wesley. He was not a aan who would kill without good reason 
and Kirk was sure he had not given him one. "Am J going somewhere, Captain?" 

Wesley nodded. "All the way to the top of Fleet Command, if you can trust the grapevine." He looked at Kirk. 
"Is that your real ambition?" 

A cold smile crossed Kirk’s face. “Shouldn’t it be?” 

"Dunno. I’ve never liked the aen in command there ayself. Ruthless bunch, forgotten how to feel." 

"The Empire leaves no room for personal feelings," said Kirk quietly. Wesley’s glance told Kirk that his 
commanding officer saw more than he should. He took an appreciative sip of brandy, returning Wesley’s look. “To 
get back to the original subject, sir...’ 

"Oh, yes. This case from Starfleet a couple of hours ago..." He tossed a tape over to Kirk and waited in 
silence while the aan read it. From the lack of expression, he could tell nothing of Kirk’s reaction. "Well?" he 
asked finally, 

"Any promotion is gratifying,® said Kirk guardedly. 

"But you’d rather not land on the Enterprise, is that it? Kirk, promotion to full Commander and now First 
Officer at your age? How many more records are you after?" 

“T’m not after any,” said Kirk shortly. "I do ay job. If others see it aS ambition, that’s their problen!" 

"Hey, hold it,* said Wesley, holding up a hand. "You don’t have to yell at me about it. It’s Komack’s job to 
interfere in your life, not sine.” 

“Well, he’s just interfered beautifully,” said Kirk ashe got up. "There’s a lot of death on that ship, 
Wesley." 

"There’s death everywhere." 

“Not like that. Pike’s got a guard that would die to aan to protect hie. He’s been Captain for sore years 
than gost have any right to expect to survive...° 

"A stumbling block in your career, Kirk?" 

Kirk looked at hia. "Maybe." 

Wesley nodded. “Better hia than me, son. 60 on, finish your brandy, then you’d beter pack. We rendezvous 
with the Enterprise in six hours.” * 


"Wait here,” said Spock quietly to his ever-present Vulcan bodyguard. "If IJ have not cose out in fifteen 
minutes, you know what to do.” 

"Yes, sir.” The man stepped into the shadows at the corridor junction and took up his watch. Spock glanced at 
hia, then pressed the buzzer to Pike’s quarters. 

"Come." Pike’s voice sounded a little slurred and, as the door opened, Spock wondered if the man had been 
drinking again. “Ah, Spock, come in.* Pike waved his hand vaguely in the direction of an empty chair. “Have a 
seat. * 

"No, thank you. I prefer to stand.° 

“Protecting your back, eh, Spock. Have 1 ever told you that you reaind aeof a panther? A black panther, 
always in the background, stalking its prey, ready to pounce when your adversary shows any weakness...” He gulped 
down his drink. 

Gpock waited patiently. Hehad seen Pike like this many times. The captain sight appear to be drunk, but 
could be instantly sober when the need arose. The aen who had mistaken this show for the real thing were all dead. 

"I wanted this to be a happy occasion, Spock, a celebration of your promotion." He looked at the Vulcan’s 
iapassive face. “Daan you," he snarled. “Why can’t you react like a aan?* 

"IT assume you wish ae to express curiosity concerning why you Summoned ae here... 

"What the hell else would J mean?° 

Gpock clenched his fists behind his back. Little did Pike know how often he pushed the Vulcan to the edge of 
control, but Spock owed Pike his life, areality that Gpock would not let hiaself forget. Pike had kept a raw 
Starfleet cadet alive until that cadet had figured out how to assure his own survival. Since that time Pike had 
made it very plain that he considered the Vulcan a threat, and therefore expendable, but Spock carefully gave his no 
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reason to act. "I would suggest then that you impart that information so I gay return to ay work," he said coldly. 

Suddenly Pike was sober. ‘We’re rendezvousing with the Lexington in a couple of hours..." 

“Two hours, seventeen minutes...” 

“And an odd nuaber of seconds, I know.” Pike looked at Spock. “I’d hate to have to exist with a brain like 
YOUPSs.." 

"You are straying from the subject at hand.’ 

Pike nodded. “All right, Komack’s given us a new First Officer, totally disregarding ay recoamendations, and 
probably signing our death warrants." 

"Having observed how you recommend things, J would assume you managed to offend the Admiral. Way J ask who the 
new officer is?" 

“James T. Kirk." Pike looked closely at Spock, knowing that this time there would have to be a reaction. 

There was none. No raised eyebrow, no change of expression. ‘A most able officer,* said Spock finally. 

"A most able officer?" exploded Pike. “Spock, he’s taking the promotion right out of your hands!" 

“Captain, I do not want a promotion. £ am satisfied with ay scientific duties..." 

"Bull," said Pike. “You’re a survivor, Spock, and survivors have ambition.* He stood up. "I’ve known you for 
a long time, first at the Academy when 1 was an instructor, now here under ay command, yet I don’t know what drives 
you. I’ve known most @en around ae, their fears, their greed." He looked closely at Spock. “But I don’t know you, 
what keeps you loyal." 

“Does there need to be a reason?” 

Pike nodded. “Loyalty needs a reason, even for a Human. Logically this would apply even-aore to your race." 
He turned away. "So, James Kirk doesn’t scare you." 

"No.* 

"Then I can depend on you to side with me and not with hia?” 

This ti@e Spock’s eyebrow did rise. ‘*I do not take sides, Captain." 

"Unless it suits your purpose!" said Pike, whirling around. "You’ve fought with me before, why not now?" 

Spock looked at hia in disgust. Pike was obviously scared of Kirk and wanted protection. "I see no point in 
continuing this conversation, I will be at my post if you need ae for something important." 

“T1711 remember this, Spock!” yelled Pike at his departing figure. "“I’ll remember that you turned your back 
when I asked for your help...” The closing door shut off whatever else Pike wanted to say. 

Spock’s bodyguard materialized out of the shadows, his eyebrows raised in question. Spock shook his head. ‘A 
useless period,” he said quietly. “Return to your duties, but pass the word that the rumor is correct and the 
everyone must remain alert until positions are drawn." Spock continued alone to the bridge admitting that he was 
indeed interested in meeting the man who had aanaged to upset his normally unflappable commanding officer. 


Kirk rubbed his already bruising ara, his hazel eyes burning with anger. ‘Js this how Starfleet officers are 
Normally greeted aboard your ship, Captain?" Farrell stood slightly in front of hia, the liap body of the now dead 
attacker slipping from his hands. Bob Wesley pushed hiasel# away from the wall of the transporter platform, It was 
Kirk’s quick ove as they materialized that had saved Wesley’s life and Farrell’s equally quick reaction that had 
caused the heavy piping to hit Kirk’s ara, and not cracked open his skull. 

"Merely discovering the extent of your loyalties," said Pike mildly, but his eyes raked over Kirk. He turned 
to Spock. “Captain Wesley and I have business to discuss, Take Kirk to his quarters and answer any questions he 
may have." He looked back at Kirk. “I’1] send for you later." He turned and started out. 

Wesley stopped beside Kirk. “Looks like life could be exciting around here.“ He nodded: slightly and left 
behind Pike. 

And brief, thought Kirk as he drew a deep breath to control his anger, then he looked at Spock who was still 
standing at the side of the transporter console, hands clasped behind his back. Kirk noted the gleam of interest in 
the brown eyes and returned the look steadily. ‘You aust be Spock." 

The Vulcan bowed his head slightly. “I assume you are Kirk." Suddenly the Hu@an smiled and Spock was a little 
startled at the transformation from the very dangerous aan who had been there seconds before, to a man that, for a 
split second, Spock felt hiaself drawn. 

"Friend or eneay?" 

"Neutral. Are you always this direct?° 

“Usually. It saves tise. Well, our gracious Captain said you would show me to ay quarters. Shall we?" The 
trip was made in silence, Kirk and Spock taking stock of each other, Farrell and Spock’s ever present shadow doing 
the same. 


“What’s he like, Bob?" asked Pike as he handed Wesley a drink, 

"Why should I tell you?” asked Wesley. ‘That was a dirty trick back there." 

“T wasn’t going to have you killed. If anybody had died, 1t would have been hia," said Pike harshly. ‘Now 
answer ay question." 

Wesley took a sip of his drink, “Cheap stuff," he said mildly. “I can’t answer you, Chris. J don’t know what 
he’s like. I can tell you he grew up in the roughest streets of Terra where he learned to survive. 1 wouldn’t 
cross hig if I were you." 

"So he knows how to survive. Another Spock.” Pike refilled his glass. “His loyalties?" 

“To himself." Wesley put the glass down, the brandy offending his connoisseur’s palate. “He is a good officer, 
efficient in his work, He was on the Lexington for almost a year and never once did he give ae reason to question 
hia.” 

"Yet you’re glad to be rid of hia." 

“Wouldn’t you be?" 

Pike nodded, a slight smile touching his face. "He won’t find things quite so auch to his liking here. We 
. don’t scare easily on the Enteprise." 

Wesley looked at hia. “Don’t push hia, Chris, not unless you have an awfully good reason. He'll serve you 
well if you let hia, if you don’t make hig your eneay." 

"Oh, for pete’s sake, Wesley, we all know what Kirk is, what his ambitions are. {711 be damned if I let hia 
use meas a stepping stone!" 

"You'll be dead if you don’t," said Wesley quietly. “Well, I’d better get back to ay ship."- He pulled out his 
Communicator. ‘If you don’t mind, I’1] beam back from here, just in case you’re not satisfied with the one try." 


Kirk sat on the edge of his desk listening to Spock, feeling a stir of respect as the Vulcan described the 
Enterprise and her crew without once ever letting his own feelings emerge, never once stating aore than could be 
discovered by probing the data file. 

They were alone in Kirk’s quarters. Kirk had sent Farrell out to look around and, seeing that Kirk was willing 
to be alone in his presence, Spock had let his own shadow leave, although Kirk suspected he would not be far away. 

"You haven’t said anything about Pike,“ said Kirk as Spock fell silent. 

The Vulcan hesitated for the first tine. ‘There is little to say. His record speaks for itself.” 

"His record shows the facts of a vicious, ambitious officer of Starfleet and I’ not interested in that aspect 
of the aan.* He looked at Spock thoughtfully. "He has some sort of hold on you, doesn’t he?" 

"He has ay loyalty, if that’s what you aean.” 

"Bought or earned, Spock?" 

Their eyes held for a moment, then Spock looked down. “Does it aatter?" 

"It might.* 

Spock looked back at Kirk. “I do not believe ay relationship with Plke 1s any of your business.” 

Kirk nodded slowly. The Vulcan was honest, arare thing in the Eapire, He would be a valuable ally should 
one be needed, and if he could win him away from Pike and whatever hold the Captain had on hia, or Spock felt that 
he had. Kirk suspected it was the latter. 

"So my predecessor was knifed by the apprentice navigator." 

“Her death was a waste of good aaterial. However, your reputation precedes you. J doubt if you will cose to 
the same end," , 

“Is that why Pike’s scared of ae?" Kirk hoped the sudden change of subject would catch Spock off guard, but 
there was no response, 

"Captain Pike has not discussed his feelings concerning you...* he started. 

"Spock," said Kirk quietly, “don’t lie to ae. You are one of the few honest people I’ve wet in Starfleet. If 
you can’t tell me the truth, I’d rather you not say anything." 

"Very well, Will that work both ways?* 

Kirk laughed out loud. "Probably not. Have you ever known a Huaan to be completely honest?” He sailed at the 
Vulcan, then got up and walked across the cabin, finally stopping by the small pile of luggage he had brought with 
him. So it begins again, only this tine 1 apone step further up the ladder and, as such, ap even bore parked for 
death. Suddenly he realized what he was doing and spun around, anger at hiaself for showing Spock something he 
didn’t want him to see flashing from his eyes. “Is there anything else you need to tell me?" he asked in an icy 
voice, 

Kirk’s sudden anger caught Spock by surprise, but he shook his head. "No, unless youhave any specific 


questions." 
"Only the one you refuse to answer. Get out, Spock. I have to unpack before duty shift starts.“ 


Spock was deep in thought as he walked down the corridor away froa Kirk’s quarters. He did not notice when his 
bodyguard e@erged from the shadows and quietly followed hia. Kirk was different from what he had expected. He was 
intelligent, quick to assess situations, obviously ready to kill when the need arose, but the aan had also inadver- 
tently shown some other qualities - sensitivity in the way he picked up on the things Spock had left unsaid, and for 
a brief, unexpected moment, had shown a gliapse of the sase loneliness that plagued the Vulcan. 


Kirk was halfway through his unpacking when the buzzer sounded. He was reaching for the knife at his waist 
when the buzzer sounded again in the code that Farrell always used. He slipped the knife back in its place and 
pressed the lock release. 

"No trouble, sir," Said Farrell with a smile as he walked in. "In no time at all I ran into twenty of ay old 
mates and they were quickly convinced that you were the man to serve." 

"Loyal?" 

"Scared," said Farrell, ‘of me, terrified of you. Aye, they’11 be loyal unless we run into Someone who wields 
more power, and that’s not too likely.” 

“What did you find out about Pike’s men?" 

Farrell blew out his breath. “Well, it’s hard to say. As far as J can figure it, they'll follow hia to a aan 
no matter what the situation. Pike’s never been beaten at anything, and you know yoursel¢ the confidence it 
inspires. As to what would happen in a power struggle, J couldn’t say." 

"There’s not going tobe a power struggle," said Kirk sharply. "You’ve been listening to the scuttlebutt 
again. That’s not ay way, Farrell.* 

“Maybe not," said Farrell quietly, “but it’s best not to advertise it. You get aore respect through fear." 

“I know,” said Kirk, “and J expect that will be even more true aboard this ship." He looked at Farrell. 
"Pike’s scared of me, SO we’re going to have to watch our step. He’s already set one trap that we managed to avoid, 
and I’m sure there’! be others. He’s not going to be like Wesley. He’s not going to give me a chance to show hia 
who I aa." 

"Would you if the positions were reversed?" 

Kirk paused for a goment. “I don’t know," he said slowly. "Farrell, what about Spock?" 

"The Vulcan? Well, he’s from a wealthy family, scuttle had it he joined Starfleet purely for the hell of it. 
He’s shrewd, keeps to himself, and has a Saall guard..." 

"That’s usual for someone of his rank." 

",. coaposed entirely of Vulcans.” 

"Oh." Kirk glanced at the chronometer. “Well, I’d best finish unpacking. Duty shift starts in half an hour 
and J have a feeling being i:ate would be considered a court-aartial offense around here. Keep digging around, 
Farrell, find out anything useful you can. Gh, tell ay new operatives that I’1] meet with thea at the end of shift, 
Before then, find ae a place where J can talk to thea without being overheard by half the flapping ears on the ship, 
okay?" 

"Sure thing,” said Farrell, “See you later.“ 


By the tiae his shift was half over, Kirk felt totally drained. Pike had spent the entire tiae trying to catch 
hig out by asking questions that aost first officers would not be able to answer, nor would have any idea where to 
start looking for the inforaation, Fortunately, Kirk had been through this sort of grilling before, so he automati- 
cally kept up with as auch information as he could, no aatter how trivial it appeared to be at the time. 

Spock watched out of the corner of his eye at Kirk’s competent handling of the computer and listened to the 
steady, quiet answers to questions that would by now have sent most men off the deep end. 

"All right," caae Pike’s voice, "complete details of our upcoming mission." 

Spock straightened up. The orders had been received that morning and the briefing had been coapleted only 
minutes before Kirk had come aboard, There was no way he would have had time to scan the orders. “We shall arrive 
at Cyros in seven point three days and are to investigate reports of scientific research that was unfamiliar to the 
patrolling scout ship.” 

Kirk flashed Spock a quick look of surprise and thanks. It was very rare in his experience to have someone 
bail hia out of a dificult situation. 

"I did not ask you..." began Pike hotly. 


"As Science Officer I aa in charge of the details of this particular gission," said Spock. "I would dee it 
interference if Commander Kirk had atteapted to give you the answer. It is very obvious that he knows the guide- 
lines of his position." 

Pike looked from Spock to Kirk, then back again. It was rare for Spock to speak out on the bridge, aithough he 
was correct in this instance that he was the one who should be asked. Spock met his look squarely, but inwardly 
found he was surprised at what he had done. He dared not look at Kirk because he knew his surprise would show. He 
could conceal his feelings from Pike, but Kirk had shown a real sensitivity toward Spock and it was an opening Spock 
did not want to give hia. It left hia too vulnerable, and vulnerability was not something which insured lengthy 
survival, 

“Very well, Science Officer, if you are so intent on being in sole charge of this mission, you have two hours 
to hand ae a detailed report of what we shall find on Cyros and what you intend to do about it." Pike got to his 
feet. "The con is yours, Mr. Kirk. I trust the ship will not get lost in some interstellar dust cloud before | get 
back.” 

Kirk let out his breath as the turbolift doors closed behind Pike. He had been very close to losing his teaper 
just before Spock had stepped in. He silently warned himself to be amore careful in the future. Slowly he walked 
down to the command chair and sat down. For the first tiae in his life he was really in command of a starship. 
There was no one over hia save the Captain, and when he was off the bridge, the first officer was it, 

Spock watched as Kirk settled in that command chair and knew by the fleeting look of satisfaction just what 
Kirk was experiencing. He is a coppander. It will not be long before a starship is his. Maybe Pike’s fears will 
cose to pass and it will be the Enterprise. He turned his attention to coapleting Pike’s orders. It would be 
impossible to do it in two hours and he realized Pike knew that, but it would not stop the punishaent that would 
come because of it. 

"You’re not making auch progress,” came a gruff voice at his elbow. Spock almost juaped. He had been so 
absorbed in his work that he had not noticed Kirk’s approach. “I have the feeling what Pike asked for is going to 
be difficult for one aan to accoaplish in the time allotted, but maybe two could.’ 

"A feeling?" asked Spock, 

"Call it my famous sixth sense," replied Kirk. "Well, do you want help or not?" he demanded, obviously 
irritated at Spock’s lack of quick acceptance. 

"Spock, I aw three steps away from the command chair. If the communications officer two steps away yells 
loudly enough, there’s a good chance I’l] hear her. Now, what are you doing?" 

Spock felt a surge of relief run through hia as he quickly explained to Kirk what had to be done. Although he 
was not afraid of any disciplinary action by Pike, it gave hia perverse pleasure to be able to so neatly turn the 
tables on hia. Kirk worked almost as quickly as the Vulcan on a subject with which he was totally unfamiliar, and 
was almost as accurate. After a short time Spock stopped watching hia and put his full energy to his own work. 

They finished in slightly under two hours, and Kirk was back in the command chair before Pike walked out of the 
turbolift. The Captain walked directly to Spock’s station with a malicious smile on his face. He had just spent 
two hours devising the punishment for not coapleting the assignment on tine. 

"All right, let’s see it." 

Spock handed hia the report. ‘I believe you will find it satisfactory, sir. The only item I omitted was the 
fact of you accompanying the landing party. As always, I do not presume your actions." 

Pike looked at the report in his hand, anger suffusing his face. He knew better than to question Spock when 
the Vulcan said something would be satisfactory. He looked back at Spock, wondering how he had managed to complete 
the entire thing, unless somehow he had anticipated the order and had started the report that aorning. ‘Pretty 
clever, Spock. This tise you read ae right. The next tise it won’t be quite so easy!" He turned and stomped to 
the command chair, tossing the report down the disposal chute without bothering to look at it. 

Kirk had vacated the command chair as soon as the turbolift doors had opened, and was now back at his station 
to the right of Spock. He watched as Pike deposited the report, then threw a syapathetic look at Spock. The Vulcan 
was looking at Pike, and for a brief moment, Kirk saw hate in the depths of Spock’s eyes. 


"T?ve heard about your exploits on landing parties, Kirk,® said Pike as they sat in the briefing room. "If I 
had ay way, you’d never leave this ship, but I have to send an evaluation of your performance to Starfleet. I warn 
you, though, you take one step out of line and I’1] nail you, is that understood?" 

"Perfectly, sir." 

Pike nodded. "We'll goin three groups. Comaander Kirk will take an advance tea and aake sure everything is 
secure. Spock, you’ll take your technicians and get every scrap of information you can wring out of those people, 
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I’1] lead the security force. If anyone gets into trouble, holler for ae. Any questions?” 

There were none. As the others departed, Kirk hung back, then turned to Pike. "Jt is usual for a new officer 
to stay with the Captain in order to have a proper evaluation.” 

"Not with you," Said Pike, ‘I don’t want you anywhere near we. If this mission is successful, I’ll assume you 
did your work in the efficient manner that befits your reputation and will report such," 

"And if the aission is a failure?" 

"I believe you know the punishment for that?" 

Kirk nodded slowly. "Thank you, it’s nice to know just exactly where I stand." He turned and walked out, 
aeeting Farrell at the corridor junction. "I want only ay people to bea down with ae," he said quietly. "I don’t 
care how you @anage it, but [ don’t want any of Pike’s men.’ 

“Consider it done, sir," Said Farrell. He gestured at another aan standing nearby. “While I’m doing that, 
Dolby’11 stay with you. He’s completely trustworthy. * 


The shi@mering heat hit thea like a slap in the face as they aaterialized on the planet surface. Instantly 
weapons were at the ready and tricorders were working. 

"It appears the complex we want is over in that direction," said Kirk. "Come on, we don’t have auch tiae to 
secure it before the science teas arrive.” 

Kirk’S men were ruthless and efficient, and within a short time had the complex under their control. Kirk left 
guards at strategic places, then went exploring with Farrell. “A lot of people died in this takeover," he comaented 
as they stepped over a pile of bodies in one of the corridors. 

"None on our side," said Farrell. “They had no weapons of any power.” 

“No, no weapons," agreed Kirk, "but the power of their minds which can be weapon enough if put to the right 
use..." He broke off as he saw Spock coming down the corridor. “Sightseeing?" he asked with a grin as Spock walked 
up. “Pike will have your hide if he finds out." 

Spock ignored the huaor. “Three of ay men have just disappeared, vanished into thin air.“ 

Kirk looked at hia, wondering if the Yulcan was putting his on, then decided he wasn’t. As far as he knew, 
Vulcans never joked. “When?” 

"A few minutes ago, just after Pike left.’ 

“He’s head of the security detail,” said Kirk mildly. "I was ordered to take this complex, not to be 
responsible for what went on afterwards.’ 

Spock looked at hia. “Perhaps, but I suggest looking into the problem just the saae." 

“Is that a threat or a request?" 

"Take it any way you choose,” said Spock aS he turned away. “Meanwhile, I have work to do." 

Kirk watched hia walk away, then turned to Farrell. “Well, Chief, we appear to have a aystery on our hands.” 
His eyes narrowed. “Mysteries usually have a plausible answer. Collect the men, then start a thorough search." 

"Just what are we searching for?" 

“I711 know when we’ve found it. Keep in touch by communicator, subspace and scrambled. This aight be nothing, 
or it might prove interesting. In either case, I don’t want it general knowledge until I’m sure just what it is 
we’re after.” 

* 


Kirk quietly made his way down the narrow, stuffy corridor. He had found it quite by accident, and had not 
bothered to wait until one of the security force joined hia. Sensing danger, he had his phaser drawn and set on 
kill. 

The door at the end slid silently open at his approach. Inside were the usual computers, plus a small, greying 
aan hunched over a viewscrean. He was totally absorbed in what he was watching and didn’t hear Kirk approach. Kirk 
glanced at the screen and saw the picture was focused on Spock and his scientific team. Then the aan centered the 
screen on one of the technicians and pressed a lever, The man disappeared from sight. 

Kirk’s eyebrows rose. This was a deadly weapon the little aan was playing with. Deadly, but it could also be 
very useful if it fell into the right hands. ‘What are you doing?" he asked mildly, 

The little aan actually squeaked with terror as he whirled around. “Who are...how did you find ae?° 

"Uniaportant,* said Kirk coldly. “I hold the weapon. You are the one who answers." 

"No," said the elderly man. ‘You'll find out nothing froe ae." 

"Really?" said Kirk. He reset the phaser and took careful aim. The aan yelped with pain as the ray of the 
phaser scorched the side of his head. ‘That will leave no permanent mark, but the next will cause autilation. Now, 
what were you doing?” 
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The man was shaking like a leaf, but he shook his head. ‘°No.° 

The phaser sounded again and the aan cruapled to the ground, his leg charred. "I would suggest you tell ae," 
said Kirk again. ‘I do not like people who ake sneak attacks. ° 

"You can say that?" cried the old aan. “You who serve the Empire by suppression and terror." 

The phaser struck again. ‘I’ still waiting," said Kirk. 

Sobbing, the aan broke down. “It’s a Tantalus field." 

"That’s no help," said Kirk, lifting the phaser again. 

"No, please, don’t use it! The information you want is in the data banks." 

Kirk nodded his thanks and moved to the computer. He whistled quietly as he read the requested information. 
It was complete. He would have no aore use for the old man. Absently, he set his phaser back to kill, then took 
careful aia. Replacing it on his belt, he contacted Farrell. ‘I want you to send ame your most trusted operative, 
one who had good knowledge and experience in the installation of unusual equipment." 

"He’s as good as on his way, sir,” came Farrell’s reply. 

"Good. I’d also like you to go to Spock and tell hia he should have no further probleas. I’m going to be 
beaming up to the Enterprise for a short tie. If Pike wants ae for anything, don’t tell hia where J am, but 
contact me iamediately, Understood?’ 

"No problea, sir," replied Farrell. * 

Skip O’Neill proved to be just what Kirk wanted. He was an older man and had had lots of experience dealing 
with alien equipment. Transferring the Tantalus field from the laboratory to Kirk’s quarters caused no trouble, and 
he spent a long time reviewing the construction and operation of the device with Kirk. 


"This is quite a find, sir," said O’Neill finally. “The wan who holds this kind of power could be invincible.°® 
He checked the controls a final tiae. "Do you have any other questions about how it works?" 

"No, you’ve been very clear in your explanation,” said Kirk quietly, “unless there’s something else you think [ 
should know.” 

"T doubt it. Boy, there’s a lot of people who'd give their eye teeth to have this. Keeping it a secret is 
going to be mighty difficult.’ 

"1 don’t think so,° said Kirk, “I’m not about to tell anyone, and you’re not going to bein any position to 
try," 

"What? I don’t understand..." OQ’Neill] froze in midturn as he saw the phaser aimed at hia. "Now wait a 
minute, that’s not nec..." His voice broke off as the killing ray enveloped hia. 

"Two of us knowing is one too many, O'Neill,” said Kirk. His comaunicator beeped. ‘Kirk here.” 

"Farrell, sir. Pike’s on his way to meet you. The transporter room already has the necessary coordinates.” 

"I’a on ay way, Farrell. Thanks.” 

“Anytiae. I’1] be just outside if you should need ae.” 


Kirk was poking around some @achinery when Pike walked in, "l’ve just talked with your men. That was quite a 
display of force you showed.” 

"The Eapire rules by fear. One should never niss the opportunity to establish that fear a little sore deeply." 
He looked at Pike. “Any trouble on your end?° 

"Spock lost some gen when they fiddled with equipaent they didn’t understand. Other than that, it was a text- 
book exercise." He looked around, “I think we’re about finished. You aight as well get your men together and beam 
up. Spock and I can clean up.” 

Kirk nodded. “If you say so." 

Pike watched hia leave. He had deliberately sent too few men with Kirk, hoping it would cause hia to fail 
or, better yet, to get killed, yet Kirk had managed to take the entire complex without one scratch to hiaself or to 
his men. “You are clever," Pike conceded, “and you have to luck of the devil behind you. But all men aake 
mistakes, Kirk, and I’11 be waiting when you ake yours.” 


Quarterly physicals," grumbled Boyce, “How auch daaned paperwork does Starfleet expect one aan todo? He 
shook his head. "Well, at least now all that’s left is the aain bridge crew, then I’a finished." He finished his 
coffee, then looked at Kirk who was sitting across froa hia. “Since you’re handy, Commander, why don’t I start with 
you?" 

"T haven’t finished breakfast," said Kirk. 
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"Tough. Let’s go, or do you want to be cited for insubordination?” 

Kirk sighed, then pushed his breakfast away. "One day |’@ going to command a ship where IJ can tell people like 
you to get the hell out of ay life!" 

"When you get com@and of a ship, sonny boy, you’ll quickly discover you have no authority over your chief 
medical officer, and if you have any sense, you'll never test it." 

Kirk followed Boyce into the Sickbay, then looked around. This was the first time he had been here. He 
avoided places like this, preferring to treat his own injuries whenever possible. He knew what went on in aedical 
departments, and had never wanted to be an unwilling part of someone’s experiment. 

“Okay, strip off your clothes..." started Boyce. 

“What do you mean ’strip’?" asked Kirk. "“That’s not a normal procedure for physicals." 

"It is on this ship,* said Boyce shortly. “You can either do it willingly, or I can have some orderlies in 
here who will do it for you, and enjoy it every step of the way!" 

Kirk’s face was burning with anger as he slowly undressed. He grew even redder when Boyce called in his 
nurses. He silently endured the testing, gritting his teeth as he fought his rising temper. 

Finally Boyce seemed satisfied. “You’re healthy, Kirk," he Said as he stepped back from the diagnostic table, 
"and one hell of a speciaen, IJ might add,* he continued as he looked at Kirk appreciatively. 

“This 15 one specigen you can forget about using as an experiment," said Kirk in an icy voice as he swung to 
his feet. “I’m planning to put you on report!” 

"So ahead," said Boyce with a grin. “You won’t be the first one who tried,” 

Spock walked in just as Kirk was pulling on his boots. His eyebrow rose a little as he noted the tense figure 
and angry face. It did not take auch guessing as to what had happened, 

“Oh, Spock, you’re just in time, I’ve still got this table calibrated from doing your people. Lie down and 
let’s get started." 

“Lie down?" Kirk’s head snapped up. “What about getting undressed first?" 

"One does not need to disrobe for a physical," said Spock, @ild reproval in his voice. As Kirk’s face flushed 
scarlet, Spock knew his guess had been right. Boyce had pulled his old trick again as he did on most unsuspecting 
crewmembers. It would be interesting to see if this time Something was done about it. Spock had a feeling that if 
anyone could aanage it, it would be Kirk, 

* 


Several days later, as their duty shift ended, Kirk overheard Boyce asking Pike to come to his quarters after 
supper. Kirk found his curiosity stirring, so he skipped dinner and went to his quarters. He had not tried to use 
the Tantalus field since it had been installed. Viewing the aeeting between Pike and Boyce would be a good 
initiation. 

The holographs on the walls of Boyce’s quarters caused Kirk’s eyebrows torise, and explained Boyce’s little 
trick during the physical. Before he had time to reflect on it, the buzzer rang and Pike walked in, 

“This place is disgusting, Phil," said Pike. 

"Art is in the eye of the beholder," said Boyce mildly. “Sit down, Chris. I’ve got the gartinis all ready," 

Pike accepted the drink, then sat on the edge of the bed. “Okay, bartender, you’ve done your stuff. Now, what 
does the doctor have to say?" 

"Ag I that transparent?” 

Pike nodded. “Especially when you have bad news." 

Boyce nodded. “I’m afraid this time I do have bad news. One of the physicals didn’t turn out too well.” 

“Oh, whose?" 

"Yours, * 

Pike took a long Swallow of his drink, then looked at Boyce. “Working too much and not enough play again, is 
that it?" 

“No, Chris, this tiae it’s serious...” 

“How serious?* 

"Terminal." 

Pike looked at him with no change of expression. ‘“You’re not joking, are you?" 

Boyce shook his head. “No. If you remember, IJ put you through twice. There’s no mistake." 

Pike got to his feet. "What is it?" 

"Yenopolycytheaia, * 

Pike nodded slowly. “How long?" 

"T’a not sure. It’s pretty advanced," He looked closely at Pike. “You’re not surprised, are you? How long 
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have you been holding out on ae?" 

"I was going to say something, but | had to make sure everything was arranged before word got out. You know 
daan well I won’t die from this, As soon as it’s common knowledge, [71] be open game for everyone on board." He 
poured himself another drink. ‘If I go now, it’ll just be another stepping stone for Kirk on his way to stardoa.* 

Boyce shook his head. "J think you’re reading hia wrong, been listening to the scuttle about hia. Have you 
ever taken the time just to sit back and watch hig work?" 

"l don’t need to watch what I already know," said Pike bluntly. He looked at Boyce. “Will [ be able to 
function normally?" 

"For most of the time,” said Boyce. ‘You'll slip at the end, of course. [t’s not the most pleasant way to 

0," 

; Kirk reached up and switched off the field, then went over to his desk and sat down, a little stunned by what 
he had heard. From the aoment Wesley had told hi@ he had been transferred to the Enterprise, he had been worried 
about Pike. He had known from the first that there would be a confrontation between thea, a confrontation he would 
have to win, Suddenly that reality was gone, taken away by the shocking suddenness of life, and of death. 

He glanced at the chronometer. It was late, but he knew he was too wound up to sleep. He got up and headed 
off for the officer’s lounge. Maybe he could find something there to occupy his tiee. 

When he walked in, the only person present was Spock, who was hunched in concentration over a chess board. 
Kirk watched hia for a few minutes, then walked over. “Three-dimensional chess is ore interesting," he said, 
gesturing to another table. “Don’t you find the computer somewhat predictable as a chess partner?" 

Spock looked up. “Is that an invitation, Commander?" 

"No. A challenge. 

Their eyes held for a moment, then Spock nodded. ‘I accept. Shall we?" 

Kirk played chess in the same way as he approached everything in life, with a solid foundation of reasoning 
aided by sheer daring. Spock had never before met a Human who held his emotions so in check, Usually the en he 
played with would lose their tempers as the Vulcan’s carefully laid plan beat them. Kirk met every trap and @anaged 
to put Spock on the defensive with each @ove, finally forcing one of the few times Spock had been forced to concede. 

"Bullseye," said Kirk with a challenging saile. 

"I believe the correct terminology is checkmate,“ said Spock as he studied the board, trying to figure out how 
Kirk had aanaged to back hia so neatly into a corner. 

“You play your game, Spock, and [71] play mine.’ 

Spock looked at him. ‘Chess is not necessarily a gane.” 

"T agree," said Kirk quietly, the smile leaving his face, ‘I asked you once before about loyalty, Spock..." 

"My answer has not changed." 

"T didn’t expect it to, but what if circumstances changed. What then?" 

"That is speculation, Commander, and Vulcans do not speculate. We go by facts and logic.” 

"Facts and logic. Fair enough,” said Kirk. He got to his feet. “Well, I think it’s tise for some sleep. 
Thanks for the gage. I needed to unwind a bit." 

Spock watched him leave, puzzlement showing in his eyes. Conversations with Hugans were usually direct, but 
Kirk had hidden layers of subtlety that Spock had never met before, and he was not sure how to deal with thea, 


“Where’s that daaned Vulcan?” * 

Kirk looked up at Pike’s voice, then looked around the bridge, noticing for the first tise that Spock wasn’t 
there, It was most unusual for the Vulcan to be late for duty. He glanced back at Pike. Several weeks had passed 
since he had overheard the conversation between Pike and Boyce. Since then he had been carefully watching his 
commanding officer, looking for any sign of weakness caused by the disease, but so far he had seen none. Finally, 
he turned back to his work. Spock’s whereabouts were of no concern to hia. 

"Captain," cage Uhura’s voice, “Doctor Boyce wants to know where the reports are you said you were sending hia 
this gorning." 

"Tell hia I’ve lost ay stupid messenger boy!" snapped Pike. “No, wait," he said before Uhura could turn back 
to her console. “Kirk, you’re sitting around doing nothing. Here..." Kirk looked up in time to see two tapes 
hurtling across the bridge at hia. He @anaged to react in tige to knock thea to the floor before they hit him in 
the head. “Take those to Boyce, then get your ass back here, or you’l] get handed the Sa@e treatment Spock’s going 
to get if he ever decides to get his lazy carcass onto the bridge!” 

Kirk bent down and picked up the tapes, pressing the silent buzzer to warn Farrell that he was going to need 
his services. He looked at Pike for a few seconds, his eyes iaparting a aessage far more clearly than words ever 
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would. Pike was pushing too hard, and he would take very little sore. He knew by Pike’s smile that his message was 
read. 

Farrell was waiting as the turbolift doors opened. “Trouble?” 

"Not yet, but Pike’s about ready to strike. Be careful, Chief. He wants me, but he knows he’ll have to go 
through you to do it." 

"Don’t worry," said Farrell, “it’s been tried before, and we’re both still here." He suddenly stopped, his 
head cocked to one side. “Something’s happening ahead," he said quietly. He pulled out his phaser as Kirk slipped 
the knife from his belt. Together they moved forward silently. 

Kirk almost fell over the body lying in the shadows. Farrell caught him, then dropped to his knees. “A 
Vulcan," he whispered, “one of Spock’s operatives.” He looked up as scuffling sounded in the corridor ahead of 
thea, 

"Come on," said Kirk, touching his shoulder. 

Spock had fought as well as he could, but there were too many of thea and, alone, he had been overpowered, 
Three men were holding hia while a fourth was methodically beating hia with a chain. Blood was running down his 
face and he was on his feet only because his attackers had not released their hold. He Saw a Shadowy ovement in 
the corridor and looked up, hope filling hi@ as he saw Kirk standing there. He bunched his auscles for one final 
struggle, when he saw the Human replace the knife in his belt and lean against the wall, areas folded. It was 
obvious he was going to do nothing to help. 

The chain came down again, and this time Spock’s legs gave coapletely. They let goof hie and he cruapled to 
the floor. As they turned to watch hie fall, they saw Kirk. 

"Passing the time of day, gentlemen?" he asked wildly. He looked down at Spock. "I’ve heard Vulcans aren’t 
very good at crawling. How about it, Vulcan? Can you drag yourself on your stomach?" 

Spock’s hands were clenched into fists. He knew if he tried to answer he would be unable to stop the cry of 
pain that was held in his throat. A heavy boot thudded into his side. 

"You were asked a question by a superior officer. You’d better answer." 

Spock could do nothing to hide the agony. “I do not crawl before anybody, especially Hu@ans," he gasped, 
Suddenly someone grabbed his hair and the chain was pulled tight between his legs, as they started to haul hie 
forward. The cry was forced froa hia as red-hot pain filled his being. 

"Crawl, Vulcan!” 

"Yes, crawl,” cage Kirk’s laughing voice, “or do you consider this just another gaae?” 

Spock’s fuzzy @ind suddenly cleared. Gagne? He managed to raise his head and look at Kirk. The Human was 
still leaning against the wall, but Spock saw his hand was poised over his knife. A game - invitation or challenge - 
an invitation to easy death, or a challenge to live? Weakly, Spock moved his ares, The distance seemed iapossible 
for his battered body, but he would not lie down and die if there was a chance for life. 

Kirk’s taunts gave hia the strength to keep going. Blazing anger added to agonizing pain made it possible to 
drag hiaself down the corridor, leaving a trail of green blood as he went. As he reached Kirk, a Smashing foot 
caught hia on the side of the head and he knew nothing else. 


“The tapes are delivered,” said Kirk as he stepped onto the bridge. “Doctor Boyce said he would contact you 
later.” 

“Where’s Spock?" 

"Sir?* 

"I asked you a question, Kirk." 

"[ do not recall that you asked ae to look for hia,” said Kirk mildly. “However, if you cannot contro) the 
actions of your officers, I suggest that perhaps it’s time for a change of career." 

"You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Kirk? [¢ I was out of the way, the Enterprise would be yours." 

Kirk looked around the bridge. All eyes and ears were on the two of thea. “I hardly think this is the time or 
place to discuss personnel reassignaents. If you’l] excuse me, I have work to do, even if you haven’t." Without 
waiting for dismissal, Kirk turned and walked off the bridge. 


Kirk tapped twice on the door to Spock’s quarters and it slid open. He quickly aoved inside and it shut behind 
hig. Spock was lying on the bed, still unconscious. A medical orderly was working on hig under the careful watch 
of Farrell’s phaser. 

"How is he?" 

“Badly injured, but he’1] make it," replied the orderly. 
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"He’s got to do gore than make it, he’s got to get to the bridge or Pike will really do hia in." 

“Look, {’@no superaan..." 

"Obviously. Farrell, escort our medical friend outside, would you?" He nodded slightly, sealing the man’s 
death. As the doors closed, he turned back to Spock. He soaked a cloth in cold water and wiped the blood fros 
Spock’s face, then slapped hia lightly. "Come on, Spock, get with it. No time for sleeping..." 

Applications of cold water and stinging slapping finally brought the Vulcan to consciousness. He lay looking 
at Kirk for a minute, slowly absorbing the fact that he was not dead. “Why?" he asked finally. 

"Your attackers were Pike’s operatives. Opposing Pike in any way I can suits ay purpose. He wants you dead 
and, at the aoment, I don’t." 

"So I am alive sisply because it suits your purpose,” said Spock, reseabering Kirk’s words in the corridor and 
realizing he had misinterpreted thea. He looked away. “Then there is no reason to thank you." 

Kirk put the cloth down on the ledge beside the bed. “There is little reason ever to thank anyone, Spock. You 
Owe me nothing, just as you owe Pike nothing.” 

"He saved ay life." 

“And so have J." 

Spock remained silent. Kirk stood and looked around Spock’s quarters for the first time. “{ don’t know very 
@uch about Vulcans. From the artifacts, I would say you ad@ire warriors.“ 

“They are part of ay family’s heritage.” 

"Vulcans are rare in the service. What made you join?" 

Spock pushed hiaself to a sitting position, wincing as the pain shot through hig. “I am sure you have heard 
the ruaors." 

"{ don’t listen to rumors. They rarely tell the truth." 

Spock sighed. “I did not like the viciousness of the Vulcan people, so { left," 

Kirk smiled slightly. “You consider this life to be any less vicious?" 

“Commander,” said Spock softly, “f have read your background. You case from Terra. You grew up aaong the 
treachery of your race, but you were one of them so you learned from it, and survived. { grew up on Vulcan. fn 
order to survive, I had to leave." 

"[ don’t understand," 

Spock glanced up at hig. “You saw what happened in the corridor. Nore than that, you heard." He studied his 
hands. "A Vulcan does not cry out in pain no matter what the cause." 

“But you..." 

“ft aa not a full Vulcan, Kirk," He saw the hazel eyes fixed on hia. 

"That’s a well-kept secret. How did you sanage it?" 

"It is nothing to be proud of. I was an experiment, one of thousands, and the only one that worked. Those 
that created me hate me for being genetically flawed, even though they can point with pride at being succcessful in 
their work." 

"Bastards," said Kirk. 

Surprise flickered in Spock’s eyes. “In Starfleet | am hated, but I amalso feared. Here I can livea 
seablance of a life. On Vulcan, I could not." 

“Are you always this open to questioning, Spock?" 

"Once before, years ago, to Pike.” 

"He’s trying to kil] you now. Your power is starting to rival his. Is that what loyalty means to you?" 

“IT remain true to ay own values. Some day it is more likely you will try to do the same, try to eliminate ae.” 

“Are you sure?® a 

"I have watched you, Kirk. A number of people have died since you came aboard the Enterprise. However, in 
your favor, you rarely assign others to kill for you.” , 

"[ have never killed without reason.” Suddenly it was iaportant to hia that Spock should believe that. 

"Reason for one an may not be reason for another." 

"We can only see life from our own point of view," said Kirk sharply. He picked up a hypo. ‘Come on, let’s do 
sosething for that pain, then get you cleaned up a bit." He saw Spock tense. “Don’t worry, it’s from @y own stuff, 
I don’t trust the aedical department any more than you do, but { had to have sormeone with sone training evaluate 
just how badly hurt you really were. Once you’re fixed up, we’d better get to the bridge before Pike decides to 
eliminate both of us on the spot." 

When they got to the bridge, Kirk carefully watched Pike’s reaction, and he wasn’t disappointed. Spock was 
supposed to be dead and he wasn’t. Pike glared at Kirk, his message clear. Kirk had signed his own death warrant 
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by helping the Vulcan. It was only a matter of tine. 


It was weeks before Spock had fully healed. During that time Kirk cared for hi, treated his wounds and made 
sure he ate properly until he was healthy enough to do it for hiaself, and strong enough to once again take on full 
duties without exhausting hiaself. 

"Spock, I need all data concerning recent events on Gorla.” Pike slipped a tape out of the viewer and tossed 
it over to Kirk. “I want your analysis, Mister, and a plan of action.” He got to his feet. Kirk detected a slight 
paling of Pike’s face as he moved, 

"Permission to do so in ay quarters? he asked, 

"You can do it floating around in space for all 1 care," retorted Pike, Kirk nodded and left the bridge 
quickly, He knew where Pike would be going and wanted to get to the Tantalus field as fast as he could. 

"Phil..." Pike almost collapsed as he entered Sickbay. 

“What the blue devil?* Boyce caught the staggering aan. “How many tiaes have | told you to lay off the liquor 
before lunch?® He gestured to his nurses to get out, then helped Pike onto one of the diagnostic beds. 

"Hurts," said Pike. 

Boyce checked the readout. ‘Red corpuscle count has skyrocketed. We’re in big trouble. He gave Pike a 
couple of injections, then stood back and watched as the indicators returned to more normal readings. "That was 
close,* he said. “When did it start?” 

"Last night.° 

“Last night! Why the hell didn’t you call ae?* 

"I tried. They told me you were busy! Phil, we’ve got an important mission coming up. There’s a lot of unrest 
on Gorla, and Starfleet wants us in there to cala it down." 

“You don’t have to be on your feet to do that. Flatten the planet, for pete’s sake!" 

"Can’t. Starfleet wants an evaluation of the situation before any action is taken. You can’t ake up an 
evaluation, Phil, and on something as important as this, I’ve got to go." 

"Chris, this whole daan ship is full of capable people, Let them earn their stripes,” 

Pike smiled, but there was no amusement in it. “Like Kirk?° 

"Will you stop being so paranoid and face reality?* said Boyce. “You’re dying, and there’s not a daaned thing 
anyone can do about it! After you’re dead, it’s aleost a hundred percent certainty that Kirk will get this ship...° 

"No," broke in Pike quietly. “Kirk will never have the Enterprise. He’s going to die along with ae.’ 

Kirk snapped off the Tantalus field, feeling a chill run down his spine at Pike’s words. There had been no 
threat in the man’s voice, he had merely stated a fact as certain as his own death. He turned and walked over to 
his desk, picking up the tape he had dropped there when he first entered. He would have to kill Pike, that was 
clear, but he would have to doit very carefully. The loyalty of Pike’s operatives was legendary, and the aan’s 
death would be avenged. * 


Pike, along with Kirk, Spock, and Boyce, accompanied by a saall security detail, beamed down to Gorla. They 
were dressed in the fora-fitting gold-flecked outfits favored by the Gorlan race. When Kirk had first walked into 
the transporter room with Farrell, all eyes locked on hig. There waS no other way to describe it, the man was 
stunning. 

Now they were standing ina little traveled back street of the main city. Their job here was not with the 
leaders, but with the rebels, They had become areal power over the past months and were threatening to topple the 
existing puppet governaent. They had to be stamped out and it would have to be done quickly. Gorla was too valuable 
a supplier of dilithiua crystals to be allowed to break away from the Eapire. , 

It was early evening on Gorla, and the lights were starting to come on as the aen made their way toward one of 
the aajor thoroughfares. 

"Intelligence states we can make contact with the rebels at the Torquay Inn,’ said Pike. “Since we ganaged to 
miss dinner, maybe we should aake that our first stop anyway. Perhaps we’ll be able to kill two birds with one 
stone," 

Kirk and Spock looked at each other, both putting a different interpretation on what Pike had said. ‘Well, I 
can always eat," said Kirk. “Lead on, oh fearless leader, while you can.” Pike shot a look at hia, but Kirk’s 
face was complete innocence, 

The Torquay Inn was a quiet, cozy place. Pannet aoss crackled merrily in an open flame, sending a soft blue 
smoke throughout the building, with its sweet scent just touching the air. The security men spread out as they 
entered, while the four of them were seated at a table. 
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"IT need a drink," said Pike, 

"Sounds good to ae,” said Kirk, uncomfortably aware that Boyce had been staring at him alaost non-stop since he 
had arrived in the transporter rooa., 

"A waste of money," commented Spock. 

"Bull," retorted Boyce. “Just because your screwy systea can’t absorb the stuff doesn’t mean you should 
condean the rest of us to sobriety.’ 

"why is it, Doctor,*® asked Spock, “that all meabers of the medical profession in this Eapire are drunks?" 

Boyce glared at hia, then turned to Pike. "A Rigel Nog for you, Chris?" 

Spock stared at hia, Rigel Nog was nonalchoholic and Pike was a very heavy drinker. He waited for the 
inevitable explosion froa the Captain, but it didn’t cose. 

"Rigel Nog it is. Care to join ae, Spock?" 

Spock had to pull himself together in order to hide his surprise. “I do not favor the drink, Captain." 

"Yuck,*® said Kirk, voicing his thoughts on their selection. ‘Think [711 have an Omicron Rebel.’ 

Boyce grinned. “I'll put you to bed after that one, Commander. 

“I71] just bet you’d like to try," said Kirk coldly. Boyce just grinned as Farrel! came up and whispered 
something to Kirk. Kirk nodded, then got to his feet. "If you will excuse me, gentlemen.® 

“We don’t separate,” said Pike coldly, but Kirk didn’t even glance at him as he turned to follow Farrell, 
"Daan him!" said Pike, watching Kirk’s retreating figure, 

“Commander Kirk almost always works alone,” Said Spock wildly, “and if you read his record, he is usually 
successful," 

Boyce put a hand on Pike’s ara, “Let hia go, Chris. Maybe by doing so you’l] get rid of one of your probleas." 


Kirk returned to the Inn just as the others were finishing their dinner, “It’s all set," he said as he slid 
back into his seat. 

“What’s all set?" asked Pike, his anger at Kirk’s insubordination still] hot, 

"Your meeting with the rebel leaders. That is what you came to Sorta for, isn’t it?* 

"But how...?” 

Kirk’s eyes darkened. “Pike, ay methods of operation are ay business, not yours, You appeared to have no plan 
of action when we beaged down and I, for one, do not like to wander around aimlessly waiting for luck to hit ae over 
the head.” 

"Randoa chance,” said Spock. Kirk’s glance flicked over at hia. “Luck is not tangible," he added. Kirk’s 
eyes cleared and, although no smile touched his face, Spock knew Kirk was pleased with this s@all show of support. 

Kirk turned his attention back to Pike. “If you have sufficiently wined and dined yourself, | would suggest 
you turn your attention to the matter at hand, The rebels are a nervous lot. Make them wait and they are very 
likely not to be there at all.” 

"You gean we might spoil vour latest spectacular deed," sneered Pike. 

"Captain,® said Spock, “if Commander Kirk has indeed set up a aeeting with the rebels and you are the cause of 
its failing, you will be put on report. I very auch doubt if Starfleet Command would be pleased at such an action,“ 

"Are you Siding with him, Spock? Remeaber what you owe ae..." 

“IT owe you nothing,“ interrupted Spock in a vicious tone, "My own warped sense of duty sade ae think I did, 
but [ now know otherwise. My allegiance to you is aS my commanding officer and as long as you give ae no reason to 
question your actions or make me compromise mine, I shall follow you with as auch loyalty as the next aan. But if 
you fail...” os 

"Trouble,® broke in Boyce quietly. He had been following the argument with real enjoyment, but was not caught 
up in the heated anger, He was the only one who had seen the armed amen enter and alaost immediately zero in on 
where they were sitting, Kirk spun around, only to be grabbed and held in a vicious arglock, 

"Watch the Vulcan,” ordered the leader. “He’s stronger than any of us.“ Spock sat quietly, noting the phaser 
aimed at hia was set to kill, 

"So this is your brilliant plan, is it?” asked Pike as he was hauled to his feet. “You’ve sade a big blunder 
this time, Kirk, and you’re going to pay for it!* * 


The commandant stood looking at the four of them, contempt showing in his eyes. ‘That is the most fantastic 
lie I have heard in ay many years of interrogation," He walked forward until he was facing Pike. "You claia to be 
a Starfleet commander, and these are your men..." He Slowly walked down the line, finally stopping in front of 
Spock. “Vulcans do not serve under Humans...” He glanced back at Pike, "but they would side with rebels against 
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the Eapire.” He called out and another man case in, “Well?" 

"The interrogation of the other is complete. They are rebels," 

"Like hell we are..." started Pike. 

“We followed this man," interrupted the commandant, jabbing at Kirk, “and he went right to a rebel stronghold.” 
He suddenly reached forward and grabbed Kirk by the hair, wrenching him down so he was kneeling on the floor. “You 
suffer silently," he said approvingly, his eyes not flinching from the hate in Kirk’s face, Without releasing his 
hold on Kirk, he suddenly lashed out and Pike collapsed on the floor, unable to stop the cry of pain. “You are no 
leader," continued the commandant, “you cry out with little reason, and he was the one who went to the rebels.* He 
turned back to Kirk. "I think I shall discover what you are plotting." He threw hia to the floor. “Bring hia,® he 
said to the guards. "Take the others to the cell with their comrades. They can discuss what happens to enemies of 


the Eapire.* * 


"How long?” Pike asked. He lay on the dank straw in the glooay cell. 

“Five hours, twenty-seven ainutes," replied Spock. 

"He’s probably told them all he knows about everything,” Said Pike with a laugh. He looked over at the six aen 
sitting across the cell from thea. There had been seven, but one had died a few ainutes earlier, the one who had 
been interrogated by the Gorlan officials. 

*Someone’s coming," said Spock quietly. A light appeared as the door opened briefly, then was cut off after 
something was thrown in. 

"My God!" said Boyce. He was used to the aethods used in Starfleet, but they didn’t even begin to approach 
what had beean done to the aan lying in front of them. Pike stood stunned. Spock drew his mental barriers tight so 
no emotion could cloud his thinking, 

*Tanken, help ae!* Two of the rebels moved forward. They carefully lifted Kirk onto a pile of straw, 

"T didn’t talk,” Kirk gasped. ‘They learned nothing...” 

“Hush,® said one of the rebels, “don’t try to talk." 

"They’1] come...back for ae. Just wanted..,to show..." Suddenly his hands dug deeply into the straw as the 
pain took control. 

Spock @oved forward, brushing the rebels aside. "I can help hia...” 

“Don’t you dare touch hia, Spock. Consider that an order!“ 

Spock didn’t even look at Pike, He reached out and carefully turned Kirk over onto his back. Deep, ugly 
wounds covered’ Kirk’s upper body. Spock was igpressed by the control Kirk still aaintained, considering the obvious 
agony he was suffering. He carefully placed his fingers on Kirk’s face, feeling for the entry points, then opened 
his mind and accepted the pain. * 


Kirk regained consciousness slowly, reluctant to leave the black nothingness to face the pain of reality, but 
he could do nothing to prevent it. 

He was lying in deep grass at the edge of a thick woods. Pike and Boyce were standing a few feet away, and 
Spock waS nowhere in sight. Kirk slowly pushed himself to a sitting position, almost passing out again as pain shot 
through hia. The soveaent caused the two gen to turn. 

"Moped you were dead,” said Pike mildly. 

"Don’t you wish,” said Kirk through gritted teeth. Boyce walked over and knelt beside hia. Kirk tried to push 
hia away, but was too weak to ake any iapression. “Leave we alone, I don’t want your dirty hands touching ae!" 

Boyce shoved back and Kirk slumped to the ground, his face paling. “I’ve just about had it with your high and 
mighty attitude, sonny. I can do daan well what I please with you and there’s absolutely nothing you can do about 
it." 

“Perhaps not," cage a quiet voice from behind thea, “but I suggest you do not try to carry out that threat.° 

Boyce looked up at Spock’s voice, then got to his feet, carelessly kicking Kirk as he did so. “I’ve had enough 
of your Superior attitude as well, Vulcan." 

“May I say I also have not guch enjoyed our association.” 

"Then why don’t you get out of here? This Hugan can’t be of any iaportance to you. You’ve said often enough 
that we’re inferior.” 

Spock nodded, eyes never leaving Boyce’s face. “That is true, and it holds I also don’t like to see an 
inferior tortured, especially when he is helpless.” 

“You call someone like Kirk helpless?” 

Spock glanced down. The hazel eyes were puzzled, causing Spock to smile. "No, not any longer." He suddenly 
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jumped forward, knocking Boyce flat on his back. As he leapt across Kirk, a phaser dropped from his belt. 

Kirk didn’t wait to discover if it had fallen accidently, or if Spock had deliberately dropped it. He was on 
his feet in an instant, ready to help the Vulcan, but it was over. A loud crack told of Tal-Shaya, The association 
had ended. 

“Why yOUss.® 

"Hold it right there, Pike,® said Kirk coldly. "Your fight isn’t with hia." 

Pike stopped and looked at Kirk. “What fight?" 

"You said it yourself, you won’t die a natural death." 

"What? Where did you hear that?" 

"You’re going to die," said Kirk with a cruel smile, “but not the way you planned it. I’m not going to die 
with you." 

Pike’s face paled. “How did you know?* 

"Does it matter? You’ve lost, Pike. You’ve lost everything, including your ship. I’m going to get it." 

"I’1] get you..." 

Kirk shook his head. "You have two choices. Die here, painlessly, or face what awaits you back on the ship. 
You almost managed to disrupt this mission, your one friend is lying there dead and you will surely die, in slow 
agony, with no help, no comfort..." 

Spock looked at Kirk, wondering what the Human was talking about. 

“Why, Kirk?® asked Pike. 

"For reasons you’d never understand.* 

"Assassinate your commanding officer, eh? Add to your laurels?° 

"You’ve got it," said Kirk, a smile crossing his face. His hand aoved on the phaser as his vision started to 
fade, 

Spock caught hia before he fell. “The rebel ship is here. I suggest we leave.” Kirk nodded, too weak to be 
able to say anything, and thankful that Spock didn’t ask any questions. He knew he couldn’t come up with a clear 


answer. 
* 


The light breeze blew Kirk’s hair forward as he stood leaning heavily against Spock’s supporting ara. He hurt 
more than he thought it possible to hurt, but not nearly as auch as he had before the Vulcan had reached out to 
help. 

“Your information concerning the Gorlan defenses is invaluable, James. ! don’t know how we can thank you." 

Kirk looked at the rebel leader. ‘I despise the Eapire as auch as you. I try to be useful whenever I can.” 

"Yet you will not stay,” said Logor, “Here on our planet you are safe from the Gorlan authorities, sate froa 
Starfleet. You were badly injured, almost killed in our cause. We cannot allow that to go unrewarded." 

"Your thanks is reward enough,” Said Kirk. “I will not just disappear from your life, Logor. Perhaps I will 
give you even aore cause to remeaber ae.”. 

Logor sailed. “How can there be aore? You came at a time when we desperately needed help. Your men aanaged 
to get you out of that hell hole from which there is no escape with the loss of but one of our aen from their 
torture. 1 aa very sorry two of your companions died, however. Such brave men, all of you..." 

Spock felt Kirk shift his weight and carefully slipped an ara around his waist. Logor didn’t know that Farrell 
had simply waited the prescribed length of time that had been arranged with the commandant, then had the 
Enterprise beaa all of them out. “Sir," he said, “with al] due respect, I feel it would be wise to get on our way 
so Jaaes can receive aedical treatment..." ney: 

"But of course!" said Logor, getting tohis feet. "I shall be looking forward to hearing fro@ you again, 
James." 

Kirk nodded. “I shall return as soon as! can.” Spock helped hia to the small, unmarked shuttle and, as soon 
as the doors shut, Kirk collapsed in the Vulcan’s areas. “It’s up to you,” he said weakly as Spock laid hia on the 
floor, He looked up at the Vulcan, then blackness rose up to claim hia. 


“The orders are now officially in from Starfleet,” said Spock as he carefully checked Kirk’s healing injuries. 
"Komack has given you the Enterprise,” 

"A foregone conclusion, wasn’t it?" asked Kirk. 

"In most people’s eyes, yes." 

“But not in yours.” 

"Most did not understand the battle you fought with Pike. None knew why he had to die." 
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"He was going to kill ae if I didn’t kill hia first." 

Spock looked at hia as he put the hypo down. “No one will kill you, Kirk. There are no vulnerable areas, no 
way anyone can breach your defenses." 

"Anyone can be killed, Spock," 

"Perhaps, but there are different deaths and different ways to die." 

"what are you getting at?" 

“Yenopolycythesia." 

Kirk sat staring at Spock for a long time, then swung to his feet. “The rebel base will have to be destroyed 
if Goria is to have a stable governaent.* 

"You alaost died to achieve their trust.” 

“There was no other way in so short a time. They are a strong, dangerous force opposing the Eapire and they 
aust be crushed.” He turned to look at Spock. “Do you agree?" 

Spock returned his look. “This is what you meant when you told Logor that you would give hia even aore cause 
to remeaber you?" 

Kirk nodded. ‘“{ take it you disapprove?” 

“No, we serve the Eapire. Rebellion cannot be tolerated.” 

Kirk came back across the room and stood in front of the Vulcan. “You saved ay life. All this could have 
been yours.” 

Spock rose to his feet. “You saved ay life once." 

"And 1 told you then you owed ae nothing.* 

"Mow I owe you nothing,’ said Spock softly. 

“Good.” Kirk grinned. “Since you don’t owe we anything, I need a first officer." 

Spock confronted hia. He had known Kirk but for a few short aonths, yet in that tie he had shared more with 
hia than he had with any other man. They had faced death together from aany sides, shared the hottest of fires that 
came with that reality and, for the first tise in his life, Spock found he was coming to respect a Human, the aan 
standing in front of hia. Kirk was a contradiction, asbitious, quick both to anger and to kill, but at the aost 
unexpected poments he would show a depth of compassion Spock would have sworn did not exist under the hard exterior. 
Nore than that, Kirk had met every challenge offered by the Vulcan. It was very possible in the future that the 
gan would change, become too ruthless, too dangerous, but for now Spock was content to serve with hia, to be with 
hie. 

“T have never desired command, Captain,” he said quietly, “but if you feel I could serve you in that position, 
I would be willing to try." 

Kirk nodded. “I suspected you’d say something like that. You’ve already received your prosotion, Commander.” 

Spock bowed his head. "Then may I suggest we set in motion your plan for the rebel base? It will solve 
Gorla’s problem and will no doubt add additional luster to your already celebrated career." 

"IT see we will indeed work well together,” Kirk sailed, “Shall we go?” 
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*One entire month of leave - to be spent on Earth - effective iamediately." 

Jia Kirk sat quietly across from the adeiral. His face was drawn and pale, the result of a very demanding 
debriefing from the last mission. His eyes were slightly glazed, his attention obviously somewhere else. His mind 
was reliving the last mission as it had so often the past few days. He should have ignored the orders fro Star- 
base 6 - he knew the minute he gave the order to enter the zone of darkness he was wrong. But he was too stubborn 
to admit it. He had endangered every life under his command - he had almost killed his best friend. He crippled 
the Enterprise getting her out of a situation she never should have been in. And this wasn’t the first bad 
decision - the deaths on Gamaa Triangula VI were caused because he dropped his guard and was enjoying hiaself. How 
many aore mistakes would they allow him to aake before they took any action? How many aore would he allow hiaself 
to make - how many @ore lives were to be lost because of hia? 

"Jia, didn’t you hear ae? I said an entire aonth’s leave - on Earth." 

Kirk case back to reality. He had heard West’s statement and knew he should be pleased with the order but felt 
nothing but an eaptiness. McCoy looked at hia, growing concern clouding his noraally clear blue eyes. 

"Come on, Jia, let’s go." 

Looking across at McCoy, he nodded and got to his feet. 

“Thank you very auch, sir,” he said. 

As they started to leave, the ad@iral asked McCoy to stay a moment longer. “Doctor, how badly is Kirk injured? 
I have never seen hia so down." 

"There is nothing physical that won’t heal, sir, but he is exhausted, mentally as well as physically. These 
last few months have taken their tol]. Al) the crew need rest leave. I have been recommending it for soe tise now 
but, aS usual, nothing has been done about it. Someone seeas to feel the Enterprise is the only starship in the 
Fleet - not just one of twelve" 

"Reprimand noted, Doctor. It shall be as you ask. As of this date the crewis on leave. The Enterprise 
needs extensive repairs to her engines and will be out of commission for at least a month. Perhaps it would be just 
as well if her crew was treated the same way.” 

"Thank you, sir. 

McCoy left the admiral’s office with a satisfied smile. Noticing Kirk was not in the waiting area, he headed 
back to the living quarters. Knocking on the captain’s door, he got no answer. Worried, he went across the hall to 
Spock’s room. The Vulcan answered alaost immediately, motioning McCoy to coe in but to be qufet. Kirk was asleep 
on the couch. 

"He said he wanted to play chess but fel] asleep, Doctor. He seemed upset..." 

"He just needs a break, Spock," interrupted McCoy. “We huaans do not have your Vulcan stamina. He has hit 
the limits of his endurance, whether he’l] admit it or not. But one good piece of news - the Enterprise is going 
to take some time for the repair work. Weare all on leave until such time as the repairs are coapleted - effective 
now. Georgia - here I cone!" 

Spock raised an eyebrow. "The entire crew, that is a precedent." 

"Come to Earth, Spock. You would like it." 

"Thank you, Doctor, but I believe [ would rather go to Vulcan. There is a syaposium being conducted at the 
Science Acadeay which | would like to attend since I ae free." 

McCoy chuckled. "You and Scotty. [I cringe to think what would happen if you were forced to take up knitting 
or something.” 
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"Doctor, why would ] take up such an occupation? I see no logical use for such a skill. Doubtless a computer- 
ized production line would aore readily..." 

"Skip it - it was just a thought. Well, if I don’t see you before you go, enjoy yourself." 

"Thank you, Doctor. May 1 extend the same wish to you." 


Within afew days, the Enterprise crew was scattered across the galaxy, some heading home, others for a 
period of pure fun, and a Surprising nuaber for continued studies on different planets. 

Jie Kirk was alone in a turbolift, out of unifora - on his way down to the transporter area. He was going to 
Earth aboard the Stanley Dark, passenger ship. He was about halfway to his destination when he was joined by two 
Starfleet officers somewhat younger than he was. 

"Level 6, ay good aan,” ordered the taller of the two. "I a@ in somewhat of a hurry." 

Kirk opened his aouth to protest his treataent at the hands of a lieutenant but the huaor of the situation got 
to hia and all he said was, "Yes, sir, level 4.° 

The two aen were discussing the Enterprise and the daring rescue she had just accoaplished. 

"I have never aet this fellow Kirk, but he aust be quite something," said the shorter one. "Rarely have ! 
heard Coamander Starret say anything good about anyone, but he can’t say enough about that one. Did you know Kirk 
was ony 32 when he became a starship captain? Most aen don’t rise that high until they’re at least 48! {I’ve talked 
to sose of his crew - not one had anything but adairation for hia, Any other captain has at least one eneay soae- 
where. 1 sure wouldn’t aind serving aboard his ship." 

"Not ae," returned the taller lieutenant. "He sounds too auch like a goody-goody. At least give ae someone 
with...” 

He was interrupted by a strangled cough froa the elevator operator. Then the turbolift cage to a halt and 
McCoy got on board accoapanied by Cosaodore Wesley. 

“Well, Jia, 1 hear you are leaving us for awhile.* 

"Uh, yes," auabled Kirk, not wanting to expose his identity to the two passengers who had been discussing hia 
So freely. 

"Do you good - find out how the other half lives." Then becoaing serious as the turbolift arrived at the 
transporter level, he said, "I don’t know how you a@anaged to stop that spacegoing amoeba after it destroyed both the 
Gasea 7A systea and the Intrepid, That was quite a report you handed in." 

A dia understanding of who they had been sharing the turbolift with was showing on the faces of the two 
lieutenants. 

"It sounds sore spectacular than it actually was, Bob. Ready, Bones?® This last was addressed to McCoy who 
seemed puzzled by the reaction of the two young aen opposite hia - they were turning a deep red. 

"I suppose so, Jia.” Shrugging his shoulders and reminding hiaself that he was on leave, he followed Kirk out 
of the turbolift. The doors closed and Bob Wesley and the younger en continued on their journey. 

Suaing up his courage, the taller of the two tapped Wesley on the shoulder. “Excuse ae, sir, but did you know 
that aan who just left?" 

"Of course,” answered Wesley, “that was Captain James T. Kirk of the Enterprise." 

The lieutenants exchanged horrified glances. * 


Kirk was relating the incident to McCoy as they waited to beaa aboard the Stanley Dark, 

"Serves you right for keeping your aouth shut," said McCoy, “and for looking too haggard to be anything but an 
ordinary elevator operator.” : 

They beamed aboard the ship and McCoy quickly steered Kirk to the Sickbay. The latter protested aightily but 
was overruled by his friend. ‘Look, Jia - it will take two weeks to get to Earth. If you stay here quiatly you aay 
be in good enough shape to enjoy your leave. If you don’t, you aight end up in a hospital on Earth and that doesn’t 
sound too appealing to ae.” Kirk was too tired to argue for long and allowed hiaself to be bundled into bed. McCoy 
had a long talk with the ship’s doctor, then went off to find his own quarters. 

The journey to Earth passed uneventfully. Jia Kirk slowly healed and his color returned, but McCoy grew aore 
concerned about hia as they approached their destination. His captain was deeply depressed and no aaount of effort 
on the doctor’s part seeaed to help. The captain was reluctant to talk about anything but the eost trivial aatters. 
When he was with Kirk, as he was daily, the captain aade an effort to the cheerful, but McCoy could see his heart 
wasn’t in it. 

“What are you going to do when we get home, Jia?" McCoy asked hia one day. They were sitting ina large 
observation deck watching the tiny dot that was Earth looeing ever larger as the Stanley Dark warped toward her 
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destination. 

"I don’t know, Bones. Haven’t given it auch thought. Go find a ware beach sosewhere - sleep in tha sun. 
Maybe go howe for a visit. What are you planning on doing?" 

"IT aa heading straight for Georgia - aint julips, southern belles! Why don’t you cowe along, you’d Eike it." 

"No thanks, I like the sound of ay quiet beach better." 

"All right, but you are passing up one of the best shore leaves you may ever have." 

A few hours later, they parted company, McCoy heading for his beloved south and Kirk, after some indecision, 
heading hose. * 


Sitting in the ante-rooa of Peter West’s office, Coasander Spock was concerned. He had received an urgent 
sueaons froa West a few weeks after he had arrived on Vulcan. There was no explanation, just a request that he 
present hiaself as soon as possible at the adgiral’s office at Starfleet Headquarters. He knew the aatter concerned 
his captain - Jia Kirk had been alaost a stranger when he had said goodbye. 

"Adairal West can see you now, sir." 

Spock brought his attention back to the room. As preoccupied as he had been, he had noticed the attractive 
lieutenant cose froa West’s office. 

"Thank you, Lieutenant," he said as he stood up. 

She watched hia walk across the room, the deep tone of his voice still sounding in her ears. She had heard of 
Comsander Spock - there were aany stories told throughout Starfleet Command about the Vulcan. He was auch better 
looking than she had igagined he would be, and moved with a grace that was absent in any other aan she had known, 
Sighing quietly to herself, she returned to her work. 

"Come in, Mr, Spock. I appreciate you coming so quickly." 

"Your aessage underlined the need for haste, Adairal." 

"Yes, I suppose it did." West hesitated for a aoment, not knowing how to put into words the reason for suason- 
ing the Vulcan. Finally, he blurted out, "Mr. Spock, have you heard from Captain Kirk since you went on leave?" 

Keeping his face carefully neutral, not letting the tightening feeling in his stowach sound in his voice, he 
replied, "No, sir, I have been somewhat involved with a syaposiue at the Vulcan Science Acadaay. I presuaa the 
captain is on Earth pursuing his leave in his own fashion.*® 

"Yes, heison Earth. I would like you to read this." He passed a stargraa across his desk. Spock read it 
quickly once, then a second tiae, aore slowly. West watched hia keenly - looking for any sign in the YVulcan’s face 
that would betray his thoughts. The face revealed nothing. 

Spock silently handed the paper back to the adairal. 

"Mr. Spock - I would like you to go to Earth to see hia." 

Spock said nothing - the ainutes stretched on, then he looked at West. “Admiral, Captain Kirk aust have 
thought about this a great deal. It would be difficult to change his aind. He tends to be rather stubborn once it 
is pade up." 

"You’ve got to change his mind, Commander," replied West. "How many een of Kirk’s calibre do we have in 
Starfleet? Damn few, and you know it. Can you even start to i@agine how many people look up to hia - isitate hia? 
In his handling of alien races and respect for other life forms he is light years ahead of the average starship 
Captain, and heaven only knows they are good..." 

"Adairal," interrupted Spock, “Jia Kirk is only huaan. Like every huaan, he has eaotions, doubts, and a 
conscience. He wants his ship, he wants to serve Starfleet to the best of his ability, but he doesn’t want the 
Super-huaan iaage that is being built around hie. Not now - he has been through too auch recently. He has given 
aore than he was capable of giving - to all of us.” 

"Mr. Spock, it is because of the person he is that the iaage has grown. You have served with hia - you have 
seen the strength of the ean, the capacity of his feelings, of his understanding. He can’t help what he is any aore 
than we can help what we are. Please go and talk with hia. It can’t hurt." 

Spock stared at the floor for a few minutes. West’s words had struck a very sensitive nerve in the Vulcan’s 
make-up. He needed a soment to control his feelings, to force hieself to reain objective. Then he looked up. 
"Very well, sir. I shall talk with hie, for whatever good it aight do." 

West looked relieved, Looking at the paper in his hand, he said, “I have not divulged the contents of this 
stargraa to anyone and won’t until I hear froa you. Good luck." 


Looking idly at the people passing by the sidewalk cafe, Jia Kirk was attracted by a tall figure - somehow the 
person looked fagiliar. Then the aan stopped, obviously searching for someone. 
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"Spock!" Kirk was on his feat. The Vulcan saw his rise and aoved over to meat hie. "Spock, it is you! What 
are you doing here? I thought you were on Vulcan." 

*] was, Captain, but the syaposiua finished earlier than I expected. Dr. McCoy had extended an invitation to 
visit hia. I have done so, and, since I was close by..." 

"You went to Georgia? You? With McCoy?" 

"Yes, sir," said Spock in a puzzled voice. Kirk was laughing heartily. 

"Forgive ae, Spock...the aental picture is too auch to behold. All I can think of is mint julips and ’Georgia 

eaches’." 
; "I assure you, Captain, the good doctor atteapted to introduce ae to both. 1...ah, resisted the teaptation." 

"Yas, [’a sure you did. Come on, let’s get out of here. We’ve got a lot to talk about." 

Walking along the street, Spock appeared interested in the general surroundings. He had been on Earth several 
tises but always on Federation business. He had never had any spare tiae to look around and appreciate the beauty 
of the planet. At the same tine, he tried to evaluate Kirk, who was walking beside hia, talking aniaatedly about 
the life style of the small town they were in. Kirk did not aention the stargraa - nor did he talk about Starfleet 
in any way. The o@ission concerned Spock - whatever was bothering the captain obviously went very deap. 


Spock had indeed been to Georgia, but not in response to any invitation from McCoy. He had sought out the 
doctor to discuss the aental and physical condition of Janes Kirk. For all his irascibility, McCoy was one of the 
best medical officers in Starfleet. His studies on aental stress were valued highly by the Surgaon General’s office 
and his papers were required reading in all eedical schools. McCoy was concerned but not surprised when Spock 
related to hia the contents of tha stargras that Kirk had sent to Adairal West. 

"No, Spock, 1’a not surprised. This has been building up the last year or so. There were soae rough aissions 
for his, I don’t need to reaind you. His twinning in the transporter, his treataent by Dr. Adaas, the court 
aartial, his fateful decision concerning Lazarus. He has kept his feelings bottled up too auch. Humans need to 
release their eaotions, Spock, as auch as I know you find it distasteful. They have a need to share their joys and 
sorrows. He has never talked about his brothar’s death. Have you evar heard hia talk about Edith Keelar? No, | 
didn’t think so. He’s running, Spock, not froa duty or responsibility, ha’s not that kind of aan. But he has been 
hurt often and hurt badly, probably aore than the rest of us realize. We can blow up at each other, we can share 
our probleas - and we usually share our probleas with hia, which then aakes thea his probleas. He doasn’t do that 
with us. Comaand iaaga, call it what you will, prevants that. You can perhaps understand that feeling batter than 
the average person - you deny your feelings - no don’t interrupt - and since you do have them, although you dany 
thea, you are alone. You force yourself to live this way and your Vulcan heritage peraits this. Jia Kirk doasn’t 
have that to fall back on, He’s truly alone, Spock." 

The two aen sat quietly for some tiae, then McCoy continued, "But Peter West is right. Some aan are prefectly 
suited to doa job. Jia is a starship captain - one of the best. If anyone can change his aind, Spock, it’s you. 
Only, don’t push. He has already been pushed to the edge to even consider the step he has taken. The wrong 
approach will sake that step irreversible. 1 don’t envy you your assignments it will be tricky. I wish I could do 
soaething to help but it’s up to you now. I wish you luck.” 


"Spock, you havean’t heard a word 1’ve said!" 

Spock quickly returned to the presant. “l’a sorry, Jia. I was preoccupied." 

"Yes, [ can sea that. No eatter, I wasn’t making any earth-shattering announceaent.° 

Wo, agreed Spock silently. You haven’t yet pentioned the one sebject 1 have cone all this way to hear, But, 
NcCoy said not to pash, 

The two friends spent a pleasant evening lingering over dinner, enjoying the easy saall talk that flows between 
compatible people. Shortly thereafter, Kirk excused hiasalf, aware that Spock had noticed the usual depression 
setting in. 

*f’a sorry to run out on you, Mr. Spock, but I a@ going to have to turn in." Noting the Vulcan’s inquiring 
look, he added, "I still get very tired, tired and...° 

Spock froze, waiting for the next words, wishing Kirk would keep speaking, but not wanting to hear what he 
would say. But nothing was forthcosing. 

"Jia, if talking would help..." 

A slight sadness crossed Kirk’s face as he looked at his friend. “Good night, Spock," he said, "1 hope you 
sleep well.’ 

"Good night, Jia." 
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Spock wendered out into the seall yard surrounding the house. There was a great deal of night activity, 
crickets chirping in the grass, seall birds twittering in the branches over his head, settling down for the night. 
Spock appreciated the solitude. He felt he could underetand Kirk’s attraction to the small town, the quiet 
surroundings, the friendly people who allowed you to live your own life. Looking up, he saw the eoon shining 
brightly in a cloudless sky, its pale light bathing everything in the area, turning it into a pale seeblance of its 
daytiae appearance. He found the scene quite appealing. Once Lt. Uhura had asked hia what Vulcan looked like on a 
lazy evening when the eoon was full. When he inforaed her that Vulcan had no aoon, she seaeed upset for a reason he 
didn’t understand at the tiee. Now he felt he understood a bit eore why Earth’s people set such store by eoonlight. 

The days drifted past. The townspeople grew accustoeed to Spock in their aidst and the curiosity the Vulcan 
had aroused the first few days faded and the two friends were left alone to pursue their own interests. Spock 
accompanied his captain eost places but did not join in many of the activities. While Kirk swaa, Spock sat on the 
grass reading or just letting his aind wander, allowing the ieages of his surroundings play in his aind. They went 
for long walks, often going for hours without speaking, just enjoying the coapany of the other. Spock kept looking 
for an opportunity to question Kirk about the eessage which he had sent to Starfleet, but the eoment kept eluding 
hia. 

Then it happened. Spock knew the ainute he entered the house that something was wrong. He had been out buying 
soee groceries from the local store. He was fascinated by the casual eethod of shopping and want whenever there was 
an excuse. Even Kirk’s teasing hadn’t daapened his enthusiasa. Kirk was sitting in the kitchen, his face a blank, 
a stargraa lying cruapled on the table in front of hie. Another, unopened, lay beside it. Glancing at it, Spock 
discovered it was addressed to hia. He did not have to open it to know its contente. The repairs to the 
Enterprise had been coapleted - their leave was over. 

"Jie?" 

Nithout looking at his first officer, Kirk said in a low voice, "1 can’t go back, Spock. Not as captain. It’s 
over." 

"Jie..." 

"No, don’t say anything.® He suddenly looked straight at the Vulcan and Spock alaost shrank back froe the 
naked hurt that shone froa the hazel eyes. "Spock, in order to coeeand you have to be able to trust your own 
decisions, to believe in yourself, I’ve lost that. These past few aonths | have bean going through the aotione of 
being captain - and look at the results. Men have lost their lives - J aleost eanaged to destroy the Enterprise. 
I sade the wrong decision. I tried and I failed. How often can a captain do that and keep his command? lt’e not 
fair to his crew, it’s not fair to Starfleet." Getting up from the table, Kirk walked over and leaned against the 
window fraae, looking out on the peaceful scene. “The Enterprise will set sail again, Spock, but she will do it 
under anew captain. J have requested a transfer to shore duty." 

There was a long silence, finally Kirk turned and squarely faced his friend. Spock was standing with the 
stargraa still unopened in his hand. A seile touched Kirk’s south, but not his eyes. “No comaent, Coeeander? No 
protest? No...logical argqueent?" 

Looking down at the paper in his hand, Spock answered. *] only have one coement. The Enterprise has been 
called the best ship in the Fleet. Have you ever wondered why? She is not eanned by superior eeabers of Starfleet - 
they’re just ordinary people. So, what eakes her different? You do, Jie," (Spock looked up at Kirk, his cale eyes 
holding the tortured eyes of his friend,) "and you are going to have to explain to that crew why Jie Kirk is no 
longer captain of the Enterprise. Can you do that?® 

Kirk turned abruptly and left the room. Spock could hear hia aoving around, probably packing for the cosing 
journey. The Vulcan went to do the saee, fervently hoping he had not said the wrong thing. He had told Kirk the 
truth, not knowing if the captain was ready to face it. Now Spock felt that Jia Kirk needed to get back to his own 
world - the world he had once told an alien was his vessel, his oath, and his crew. Only these, Spock knew, would 
show Kirk how badly he was needed and how wrong his decision had been. 

A few hours later, dressed in their Starfleet uniforas, Kirk and Spock beaeed aboard the Victory Sea-a 
Federation ship, a good deal sealler than the Enterprise, designed as a troop transport. She had phaser = weapons, 
easy eaneuverability, and a top warp speed of six. She had been dispatched expressly to get Kirk and Spock. This 
was duly noted by the Vulcan. Kirk did not seea to find it significant, or, if he did, was keeping his feelings to 
hieself. The Victory Sea was comaanded by Captain Andrew Aabrose, an experienced, hearty aan. His crew was young, 
the aajority of thea recent graduates of the Acadeay getting their ‘’space legs’ before being assigned to one of the 
larger ships for long tera duty. 

They got settled in their quarters, then joined Captain Ambrose for dinner. 

") aust say, Captain Kirk," said Aabrose, after the yeoean had finished serving thea, “it isn’t often we have 
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such distinguished company aboard our little ship. I guess she’s not quite what you’re used to. 

"The naae’s Jia. She seas like a fine ship, Captain," sailed Kirk. ‘And doing a vary iaportant job. yt aust 
be difficult breaking in new people all the tiee.° 

"Ah, it’s not so bad. Mind you, you never know what to expect. Running areal ship is different froe siaulat- 
ed tests at the Acadeay. Why, I’ve had ay crew shooting phasers when they were supposed to be going into warp drive. 
Only the other day we alaost shifted a space station a few parsecs when the helasaan hit the iapulse engine contro) 
control instead of sub-light. But it keeps life interesting. Batter they aake their aistakes here than to end up 
shooting one of your starship’s photon torpedoes at Starfleet Headquarters! 

Kirk chuckled and Spock looked pained. The aeaory of Ensign Chekov’s disastrous atteapts at efficiency when 
he first came aboard the Enterprise was still clear in both their ainds. 

After the meal was over, Kirk said goodnight to the others and went to his quarters. He could feel the 
faniliar depression bearing down and was aware of his first officer’s growing concern. He couldn’t face Spock now - 
the words the Vulcan had spoken just before they teft Earth were still sounding in his aind and he could find no 
answer to thea. 

He had been asleep for several hours when the faailiar sound of ’red alert’ rang in his ears. He was instantly 
on his feet and reaching for his comaunication button, wondering why he had not been iaaediately summoned. Then he 
reaeabered - he was not on the Enterprise, he was on the Victory Sea. He had no authority here, someone else 
was in comaand. 

He dressed quickly and went out to the observation deck where he was aleost iaaediately joined by Spock. The 
Vulcan noted the alertness in Kirk’s eyes which previously had been aissing and sailed inwardly. They were soon 
joined by a young lieutenant. 

"Captain Aabrose thought you aight like to come to the bridga, sir," he said, including thea both in his 
sentence. 

"Thank you, Lieutenant," said Kirk. ‘We would." 

They followed their guide into a turbolift and were quickly brought to the center of activity. 

"There you are, gentleaen," said Ambrose. ‘I thought you aight be interested in what’s going on. Seeas to be 
a seall aatter of air piracy going on. An Orion ship, to be exact, has raided a torpedo center in the Gasea 466 
Systea. Starbase {2 doesn’t have any ships nearer than we are so we are in pursuit} that is, we will be when we get 
there. This is one tiee ] wish 1 had the power of a starship!" 

Spock silently agreed. The little ship was bouncing as though she was in the aiddle of an ion stora$ obviously 
her engines were on full power. He and Kirk stood off to one side, out of the way, hanging grialy onto the railing 
in front of thea so they wouldn’t be flung off their feet. 

A short tine later the helasaan let out a trivephant yell. "There it is! The Orion ship!?7° 

"A little less noise, Ensign, requested Ambrose. ‘We can all sea it perfectly well. Navigator, how far away 
is it?" 

"Forty thousand kiloseters, sir. We are closing on it." 

"Deflector screens on, ara phasers. Ensign Stewart, open a hailing frequency.* 

"Aye, sir, frequency open.° 

"Orion ship - this is the U.S.S. Victory Sea. You are ordered to stop.' 

He was interrupted by a bright light flashing froa the alian ship. “Hard about, hela," Aabrose ordared. The 
ensign quickly coaplied and the phaser blast passed haralessly by. 

*Well,* said Kirk in a low voice. ‘They don’t seea ready to call it a day." 

"So it would sean," replied Spock. ‘They aust have a good reason for firing." 

"Yes," aused Kirk. "J wonder what it is they want to hide?" 

The Victory Sea had taken off in pursuit, evasive aaneuvers aaking it difficult for the alien ship to do auch 
aore than hit thea with an occasional glancing shot. The crew worked efficiently, following the quiet orders of 
Captain Aabrose. Kirk found hiaself itching to do something, but he was not in command - only a spectator. Besides, 
Aabrose was making the correct decisions and obviously needed no help. 

"Sir, the Orion ship is slowing.* 

"Continue evasive action, ensign. Warp 2. What do you aake of this, Captain Kirk?* 

"I’d be careful, sir. They eust have something up their sleeve." 

"Up their sleeve, Captain?® inquired Spock. ‘I aa not faeiliar with that expression.® 

Aaused, Kirk was starting to explain when suddenly the Victory Sea was hit hard by a devastating blast. "That 
was a photon torpedo," thought Kirk in surprise as he went sprawling over the railing he had been holding onto. He 
hit his head against the adga of the navigation console and things went a bit hazy. Spock quickly halped hia to his 
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feet. 

"Captain, are you all right?" 

"Yes, 1’a fine. And you?" 

"Undamaged, Captain, but I am afraid the same cannot be said for some of the crew - Captain Ambrose included. * 

"Aabrose?" echoed Kirk. Looking around, he saw the Victory Sea’s captain unconscious on the far side of the 
bridge, a large gash across his forehead and his Jeg obviously broken. The navigator looked at hia and said, 
"Captain Ambrose was the only senior officer aboard, sir." Kirk looked astounded. 

"What about your second in command?" 

"Left hia at Starfleet Headquarters - with the aeasles. This was supposed to be an easy two week run to Earth 
and back - no trouble anticipated. You are the aost senior and experienced officer aboard, sir. J request that you 
take comaand.* 

Kirk looked at Spock. "It would seea the aost logical step, Captain,® said the Vulcan. Kirk nodded. 

"Ensign Stewart, is it," said Kirk. "Contact the Sickbay. Get a doctor up here." 

"Right away, sir," came the response. The aedical tea@ arrived almost iamediately and took Aebrose away on a 
stretcher. 

"Well, Captain, your orders?" 

Kirk looked at the iapassive face of his first officer. Blast you, Spock, he thought, you are es joying 
this, You've got pe right where you want pe. Then he aantally kicked hiaself, Get with it, Kirk, this is 
exactly where you want to be, yourself, Turning from the Vulcan, he hit the intercom onthe command chair. 

*Report engine status," he ordered. 

"Undaaaged, sir," cage the reply from engineering. The voice sounded a bit puzzled as it was obviously not 
Captain Aabrose he was talking to, but the voice contained such authority that it felt natural to follow the 
comaand. ‘“Nuaber five shield weak, but holding." 

"The Orion ship is gathering speed again," said the helasaan. 

"Increase speed back to warp 4, hele. Navigator, course !7 eark 2." 

"But, sir, that is going to take us away from the pursuit." 

"I am aware of that, Ensign} just follow ay orders." 

"Aye, sir. Course plotted and laid in." 

"Mr. Spock, isn’t Ceti Alpha V on their course?" 

"Yes, Captain. About three parsecs fro our present location." 

"Sood. We will sake a wide orbit and aeet thee froa the front." 

"But, sir,* said the comaunications officer, ‘we have had orders to leave Ceti Alph V strictly alone. The 
inhabitants are not very friendly.* 

Kirk sailed grialy. "No, Ensign, they’re not. We had a s@all encounter with thea on board the Enterprise. 
Their leader, Khan Noonian Singh, has a few ideas about power. Perhaps he can help us with our friends." 

Spock turned away to hide the saile that threatened to break out. Jia Kirk was obviously his old self again - 
and perhaps even aore devious. He alaost felt sorry for what the Orions had in store for thea. 

The little ship arrived at Ceti Alpha ahead of the alien vessel. The Orions obviously thought thea too dasaged 
to continue the fight and assuaed they had broken off the attack. They were not prepared for the full phaser attack 
which greeted thea as they caee near the planet. Their deflectors down, they were quickly disabled. 

"Secure froa general quarters, Ensign Stewart.” 

"Sir, you’re just going to leave thea here?" 

"Yes, I am. They have two choices. They can orbit the planat and wait for a Federation starship to cose for 
thea, or they can beaa downto the surface. However, if they beaa down, they will be serry - and when Khan 
discovers it is a useless ship that he has orbiting his planet, he is apt to get very angry. But Khan’s reputation 
has spread through the galaxy. My guess is that they will wait peacefully for the Federation. Helesman, warp one - 
heading, Starfleet Headquarters.* oc 


The senior officers of the Enterprise stood respectfully at attention as the executives of Starfleet left the 
rooa, Finally, only Adairal West, Under-Secretary of the Cabinet was left. 

"Well, Ji," he laughed. ‘We can’t have you on any. ship without being in the center of the action. Oh, you 
aay be interested to know the Orion ship was still fully aanned when the Yorktown arrived. Seeas that they were 
quite aware of Khan’s reputation and were not about to beaa down. They had photon torpedoes taken in the raid and a 
very crude systea had been built in their ship in order. to fire thea." 

"Yes, the Victory Sea was hit with one} that’s when Captain Aabrose was hurt. J’a glad they didn’t get back 
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to their home base with thea, That’s one weapon we can do without defending against." 

"Agreed. Well, I suppose that’s all. Oh, yes..." He picked up two envelopes from the desk - one a comaand 
packet, one a stargrae. ‘Very few people know the contents of either of these, Jia. hich do you want?" 

Kirk noticed West and Gpock exchanging glances. ‘Spock, you knew?" Spock nodded. "You too, Bones?* 

"Yes, Jia. Spock case to see ae about it.® 

"You can blase ae, Jia," said West. "I contacted Commander Spock." 

Kirk sailed and reached for the command packet. ‘You can keep the other one. | got ay kick in the pants,® he 
said, looking at Spock. ‘Besides, J’@ not very good at explanations," 

Spock’s eyebrow lifted as a hand landed on Kirk’s shoulder - it was McCoy’s. ‘Welcome howe, Jia," he said. 
"I'll see you aboard the Enterprise. I’ve got to see to eadical supplies." 

"If you will excuse ae, Captain, I also have duties to attend to," said Spock. 

Kirk looked at hia, aauseaent on his face. “You sake a good baby-sitter, Mr. Spock." 

*Sir?" questioned the Vulcan. 

"I'll explain later. Go ahead.° 

Looking puzzled, Spock left with a laughing McCoy. 

“Well, Jia, that’s about it. Oh, one sore thing. You have two new crewaen." Kirk groaned. “Wo, you will 
find these two aost efficient." He pressed a buzzer and two lieutenants quietly entered the room. Turning, Kirk 
froze in his tracks for he recognized thea from the turbolift. They ware the two who had discussed his qualities of 
leadership so freely. 

West continued. "They are of the new breed, Jia} they call a spade a spade. 1’ depending on you to prove 
there is another way.° 

Kirk turned slowly and looked at West, struggling, but fighting a losing battle with his airth. The expression 
on the faces across the rooa were too auch - he had never seen two aore uncoafortable aen in his life. West, seeing 
Kirk’s expression, quickly dismissed thea. As the door slid shut, Kirk explodad into laughter. West stared at hie 
in astonishaent. 

"What on earth is the aatter with you?* 

Struggling to control hiaself, Kirk replied, ‘Wothing, Adairal. 1’a sorry. But now you have placed se in the 
awkward situation of having to go out and ake an eneay or achieve perfection. I don’t know which prospect is 
worse.” 

Shaking West’s hand, Kirk left for the Enterprise, still laughing. Walking through the faailiar | corridors, 
his crew greeting hia, he never felt aore at home. Within a short tiaa they had settled down to their regular 
duties and the Enterprise warped smoothly out of orbit. The only exception being two new recruits who sere 
uneasily anticipating the road ahead to be a buepy one. 
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"We’re very tired, Mr. Spock, beaa us up hoae." 

Spock felt his stomach knot as he heard Kirk’s words. Never before had he heard such hurt and defeat in that 
voice. He knew the situation on Neural aust have deaanded aore reserves than Kirk had left to give... He swallowed 
hard, alaost reluctant to activate the transporter. He felt an unreasonable surge of guilt for not being with Kirk - 
he should have beaged down as soon as they were in range. Scotty would have been perfectly capable of handling the 
ship. How eany tises he had been torn by regulations, only the distance between the Enterprise and the planet 
having stopped hia froa disobeying another regulation. 

He took a aosent to coapose his seething emotions. McCoy would be with Kirk and Spock would show only the 
neutral face that he peraitted others to see. He had already ordered the technician off on some unnecessary errand, 
only he would face the two @en about the beaa aboard. He took a deep breath, swallowed, and engaged the transporter. 

As the familiar sparkles coalesced into the familiar figures, Spock aleost started forward. The beaten look on 
Kirk’s face cut through to the Vulcan’s heart. Glancing at McCoy was enough to start anger to burn deep inside. 
They had been at odds again. Kirk had been forced to face something alone which was tearing hia apart. Faced what? 
Why had McCoy not supported hia? 

The weary, heart-sick hazel eyes focused back from the distance where his aind had been and they drank in the 
sight of the Vulcan standing behind the transporter console. NcCoy’s eyes lit up in delight, happy to see his friend 
standing wholes he seeaed, to Spock’s agazesent, coapletely oblivious to Kirk’s agony. Spock noticed the seal! 
streaa of red trickling down McCoy’s ara. He soved quickly to the transporter platfora. 

"You’re injured, Doctor... 

Qut of the corner of his eye he saw Kirk slowly turn as if he were in a dreas, the asber eyes deepened alaost 
to brown by the esotions he was trying to control. 

"Just a scratch, Spock," McCoy reassured the Vulcan. His eyes travelled down to Spock’s feet and back up again 
to his face. "Spock, isn’t there anything that can kill you?" 

Spock’s eyebrow rose fractionally. “There are approxisately one sillion, seven hundred and nineteen thousand, 
six hundred and twenty-four projectiles that can kill, aaong an infinite nuaber of other ‘things’, Doctor. The 
bullet could easily have been one of thes..." 

Kirk gave thea no tise to go any further. He stepped off the transporter platfora and turned to McCoy. “Doctor, 
I’d like your report as soon as possible. oe 

The light died in McCoy’s eyes as he held the coldness of Kirk’s expression. "Yes, Captain, 1°71] get on it 
right away.° 

"Batter stop in Sickbay first, have that are looked to." 

"Yea, sir." McCoy looked a little hesitantly at Kirk but decided against saying anything. The door slid shut 
behind hia. 

Kirk let out a deep sigh. Spock stepped toward hia as the door swished open and the transporter chief case in. 
Kirk’s eyes set the troubled look of his first officer, "Not here, Spock. Come to ay quarters.® 

The trip was silent. Kirk was in the last stages of control. The strain of the past twenty-four hours was 
resting heavily on his shoulders. When they got to Kirk’s quarters Kirk threw hiaself down on the bed, his ares 
across his eyes. One long shuddering sigh escaped as he valiantly tried to regain control. He had had to hold on 
for so long thinking that Spock was dead, seeing death and hate and hopelessness al] around hia, and suddenly Spock 
was here, alive, his concern radiating around the seal) roos. 

"Jia..." Spock reached out a hand only to have it painfully clutched by his friend. 
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"Spock, I didn’t dare let syself hope. McCoy was so unsure, so unlike hieself. All that tise on that daaned 
planet when the only place J wanted to be was here. I think I was a little crazy, J guess both of us were. We 
fought with each other...Spock, I found ayself fighting with McCoy as well as the Klingons..." He saw Spock’s brown 
eyes start to darken, “He gave ae his advice as he Saw it, Spock. After all, that’s why I took hia with oe..." He 
ran his hand over his face, then got up and went to his desk, picking up some tapas that had scattered there. ‘He's 
not a silitary aan, Spock, he’s a huanitarian. I don’t know if he can function on the sase plane as we do. Even 
when 1 was forced to sake a comaand decision he didn’t react as you or J would. Guess you could call it a difference 
in ethics..." 

Spock heard the words that Kirk didn’t speak, the sense of betrayal, the strain of fighting two sides at once 
and finding no support anywhere. 

Kirk started recording his log for Starfleet. Spock sat silently and listened to tha happenings on the planet, 
how Kirk and McCoy had discovered the Klingons were araing the villagers with flintlocks; the fighting that had 
divided a peaceful peoples; Tyree’s reluctance to kill until his wife Wona had been aurdered. Even in the official 
language of the report the eaotion case through. Kirk felt responsible for a friend, a people, a way of life that 
now had to change in order for a world to survive, 

He finished his report and leaned back. "It had to be done, Spock. Left as it is the villagers will destroy 
Tyree’s people." He seashed his fist on the desk as his anger flowed over. "Daan, this should never have 
happened..." 

Spock was on his feet, his strong ares alaost lifting Kirk to his feet. “Jia, there was nothing else that 
anyone could have done...” Kirk sluaped against hia aosentarily letting the Vulcan take some of the strain. "You'd 
better get some sleep, Captain." Spock half-carried Kirk to the sleeping alcove. He helped hia down and watched as 
Kirk rolled over on his stomach and buried his head in his areas. He waited until Kirk was lying quietly, then left 
to seek out McCoy. 

The doctor was in Sickbay where M’Benga was completing treateent to the bullet wound. Spock waited quietly 
until he finished and left thea alone. 

"You have a problea, Mr. Spock?" McCoy said, eying the Vulcan. 

"Wot precisely, Doctor, a question would be a better word.” 

"Come into ay office.” McCoy poured hiaself a drink then sat down behind his desk. 

"Well?* 

"The question is why, Doctor?" 

McCoy nodded. He wasn’t surprised at Spock confronting hia. He had been expecting it. ‘Spock, I’m not like 
you - those people are not black and white statistics. They have been given the aeans to become sosething they 
weren’t aeant to be. We forced our way of life on thee,..° 

"Wot ’we’, Doctor. The Klingons wera here first. Do you want a blood bath? That is what history reads where 
power is not balanced...” He stood, his brown eyes darkened aleost to black as he stared down at the huaan. “Jie 
asked you to give your advice as an expert, which you did..." He fell silent for a sosent, then continued, °...but 
even an expert can bea friend, Doctor, The Captain needed your support as a friend far sore than he needed an 
expert. What nage do you give to what you did to hia?" The Vulcan’s burning eyes held McCoy’s until the latter was 
unable to eeet his gaze, then Spock turned on his heel and left. McCoy took a long swallow of his drink as he 
continued to look at the spot where Spock had been standing. 

"I’a@ just a hugan, Spock, a friend who cannot possibly give what you can and do to a @an who seans a great deal 
to both of us. You argue with hia but would follow hia through the gates of hell and that’s where we differ. ! 
show hia tha hell he is going to. I can’t be the aan you expect to be worthy of Kirk’s loyalty, you and | are too 
different ever to be able to seet on the sase plane. I value Jia in a far different way than you - £ can never 
again expose ayself to the tresendous pain that coaes with such a friendship. I’a sorry...° 

Later, when Spock returned to Kirk’s quarters, he discovered Kirk sitting at his desk, still dressed in the 
native costuse of the hill people. He glanced at Spock but gave no greeting. The intercoa whistled. 

"Kirk here." The voice was soft, exhaustion stil] sounding strong. 

"Scotty, Captain. The flintlocks are ready and in the transporter rooa.® 

Kirk’s eyes et Spock. The Vulcan’s eyes agreed to his decision. "It is necessary Jia, only now will a balance 
of power assure the survival of the planet.” Kirk nodded, a look of infinite sadness passing over his face. He 
started to answer then the buzzer rang. 

"Wold on a ainute, Scotty." Kirk hit the automatic lock. The door opened to reveal McCoy standing there, 
coaputer tape in hand. He had changed back into his Starfleet uni fora. 

"My report, Captain.® 
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Kirk took it and put it on the table without looking at it. 
"You still feel the sase way?" 


McCoy nodded. “Yes, Jia, I do. IJ’@ sorry. 

Kirk nodded slowly. "So as JI, Bones. This is one tise husan feelings should not be involved. He sailed 
slightly. "A doctor can afford to be human - a commanding officer can’t." McCoy’s eyes clouded with concern but 
Kirk looked away. °! think the Vulcans have the answer..." Spock struggled with his esotions, not daring to look 
at McCoy. Kirk turned back to the still flashing intercos. ‘Thank you, Doctor," he said by way of dispissal. 

McCoy hesitated, then turned and left. Kirk reopened the line to Scotty. 

"Scotty, 1’11 be there in a couple of sinutes. Kirk out.” He stood up and went back into the other rooa to 
get a tricorder. Coming out he set Spock’s eyes but turned away without speaking. The door slid shut behind hie 
leaving Spock in an eapty rooa. * 


The burial was over. It had been a quiet ceresony of the Kanutu. Kirk stood by hieself at the outer fringe of 
the sen. The women were absent, only warriors attended such a ritual. His eyes were on Tyree. The grief that had 
been so evident earlier that day was gone, replaced by a gria deteraination. There was no doubt that Tyree had 
joined the fight. There would be no peace for awhile, not until the grief of Nona’s death had been assuaged. 
Yutan stood on Tyree’s right, staunch friend and supporter, Kirk was glad Tyree had such a friend - the next weeks 
were going to be sost difficult for a @an once sworn only to peace. 

Kirk looked at the freshly filled grave. He had taken an instant dislike to Nona, and even though she had 
saved his life he had distrusted her and her aotives. She was ruthless and aabitious} it had led to her death. 

The gen gradually drifted away leaving only Kirk and Tyree. Slowly Tyree turned and faced his friend. Their 
eyes held. Neither had any words which could possible express their feelings. They were friends, yet strangers. 
Nona had coae between thea. Tyree did not blaae Kirk for her death, yet if he had not come back Nona would still be 
alive. Kirk knew he had brought a sorrow to this ean’s life that would eventually pale but would never be forgotten. 
They were no longer the young sen dreasing dreags. They were grown sen who were forced to face the world that sen 
lived in. There was no use stating the obvious. 

"You have the guns?° 

"At the caap." 

"Come." They walked side by side. ‘You will return with new ones as do the Klingons?° 

"Yes, aS ‘long as it is necessary.” 

Tyree nodded. “It will be necessary." 

Kirk stopped. "Tyree, it doesn’t have to go on like this. The Klingons have violated the peace of your world. 
They have done wrong. I will see to it that they are stopped..." 

The light eyes looked at hia no longer at peace. "Jases, once the killing has started it will not stop. I 
have tried to deny it but it is the truth..." He hesitated. "You have done the only thing possible. Coase, we aust 
aake sure the gen are araed..." 

A half hour later all Tyree’s aen had flintlocks, powder and bullets, everything they needed to hold their side 
of the balance of power. For the aoment they could defend themselves. 


When Kirk beased back to the Enterprise, Spock aet hia in the transporter room, ‘A aessage from Starbase 12, 
sir." 

"Not here, Spock. Come to ay quarters.’ 

Starfleet had received the reports. The orders were iasediate} they would contact the Drganians. The &nter- 
prise waS to go straight to Starbase {2. Adsiral Fitzgerald wanted a personal report along with the tricorder 
readings that had been taken to back up the stateaents on the reports. Starfleet was worried - very, very worried. 

"We'll be at Starbase 12 in 27.4 hours, Captain." 

Kirk nodded, slowly taking off the skin vest, boots, and leather pants. He sat on the edge of the bed looking 
pale and defeated. The ark on his face left by the augato stood out clearly. The shock of what had happened was 
starting to sink in. Spock looked at hia, worry clearly stamped on his face. 

"Jia, shouldn’t you report to Sickbay?® 

Kirk looked up, rubbing his hand across the back of his neck. ‘!’a all right, Spock, a bit tired..." 

"A augato bite leaves sore than fatigue in its wake..." 

Kirk’s eyes darkened. "I told McCoy not to bother you with that." 

"He didn’t, Jia. I asked hia...and about his disagreement with you..." 

"He gave ae his advice as he saw it, Spock. After all, that’s why I took hia down with ee." He looked at 
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Spock’s sat face and knew that the Vulcan had heard his words for what they were - words. Not defending, not 
condeming ~ just a statement. He lay back on his bed. "Spock, can you finish out this watch? I don’t think I’a up 
to it." He waited until Spock had left, then rolled over and buried his face into his pillow trying to blot out ugly 


aeaories. * 


The ambush had been successful. Now al] those who had been involved in Nona’s death were dead. Tyree and Yutan 
stood by the bodies while the othars gathered the villagers’ rifles. 

"It’s finished, Tyree. They are all dead now." 

Tyrma looked up and gazed into the distance. "No, Yutan, it will not finish hare. Apella will hear of this 
and send the villagers after us. This is not the end of the killing but only the beginning. Coa, we aust aake 
plans..." He aotioned to the others and they aelted away into the hills. 


Kirk stood to attention as Adsiral Fitzpatrick walked in. They knew gach other quite well, but this was a 
ailitary investigation, not a friendly aeeting. Fitzgerald nodded his greeting and sat down. Kirk followed suit. 

"1’ve talked to Commander Spock and Dr. McCoy, Captain, and read your report as wel] as those of your senior 
officers..." He picked up a tape. °...Your report is somawhat at odds with Dr. McCoy’s..." 

"Yes, sir, it is.” 

"You feel you took nacassary action in disregarding both your orders and the priee directive?" 

"Yas, sir, it was the only course left open to oa considering tha Klingon interference with the noreal 
evolution of the planet." 

"M@aning the guns..." 

"Yes, sir." 

Fitzpatrick switched off the computer. He looked at Kirk sitting straight and slightly defiant across the dask 
frow hia. "I agree, Jia, it was a dirty, deadly decision but the right one..." He saw a faint sluap of the broad 
shoulders, the hazel eyes slightly clouding. “We expect tohear from the Organians at any sogent. Thay are 
aeeting now to decide what the Klingon punishaent will be," 

Kirk nodded slightly. Fitzpatrick stood up and walked around the desk, putting his hand on Kirk’s shoulder. 

"Jia, it was ey order thirteen years ago that you to that planet. The work you did there was brilliant. [’e 
only sorry it had to be you who discovered the end of a paradise. Your solution took a steadfast courage in the 
face of advice which told you that you were wrong. If you hadn’t interferred there would have bean an all out 
Slaughter. You prevented that..." He turned back toward his desk and picked up a seal] box. "I was told how 
deeply it hurt you, so I asked that there be no ceremony to go with this..." He turned back and held out the seal) 
black case. 

Kirk took it and looked up at Fitzgerald with a surprised look. 

"Open it." 

The colors swam together in front of his syas - the Prantaras Ribbon of Commendation - First Class. A vary 
rare award given only in situations where one parson is responsible for the survival of a world or a culture. 

Kirk closed the box gently and said in a low voice. "1 haven’t saved anyone, Adsiral. ! brought war to paople 
who did not know how to hate, to kill. Js that what Starfleet’s rewarding now?" 

"Commander Spock said you wouldn’t want to accept this, Jie. That’s why it’s only between you and as...and 
your record." 

"Spock knows?" 

"Yas. Command wanted a cearasony. | asked his opinion. I value his judgaent, Jia. You’re not the only one 
who thinks he’s the best first officer in the Fleet. A aan like that often knows his captain better than the 
Captain knows hiaself. He doesn’t have eaotion clouding his opinion..." 

Kirk nodded and opened the box again, his aind drifting back to Neural... 


The villagers’ raids were getting bolder. They were striking aleost to the hill paeople’s sain caap and each 
battle left sore dead on sach side. Tyree found that his hate had left his and only a sickness resained. There was 
too auch killing, too auch hate. They were forced to kill or be killed. Finally Tyree reached a decision. 

"Yutan,” he said, "send for the een. It is tiea to stop retreating. Either we sake peace with the villagers 
or we will have to take the offensive. We cannot afford to lose so eany.° 

He sat at the entrance of the cave. His ind went back to Nona. Funny, he could scarcely reseaber her - her 
spells had held hia faithful to her. Now that the spells were gone, her aaaory also was fading. What had not faded 
was the look on James’ face as he took the rock away, the rock with which he had killed the villager. That @an he 
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loved as a brother, those hazel eyes so full of sorrow and understanding. He knew what had caused Tyree to kill. 
He knew it was inevitable and he knew he was the cause - he and the world he represented. 

"Do not blame yourself, Jases," Tyree said softly to himself. "She caused it. I! did not understand until too 
late what her aabition was. It would have cose to this even if you had not returned. * 

His thoughts were interrupted by the return of Yutan and the others. 


By day’s end the Organians had answered. The Klingons were to be severely punished. Krell was already being 
dealt with and those who had ordered hia on his aission were being sought out. The Enterprise was to go back to 
Neural and bring the warring sides together. Kirk had interfered. It was accepted that he had for the sosent 
prevented the hill people frow being destroyed, but he had interfered. Now it was up to hia to put a stop to the 
senseless killing. 


Apella was busy dividing up the spoils of the last raid when the word case. There was a delegation of hill 
people to see hia. They were unareed and had cose in peace. 

“In peace, indeed. They have shown little feeling for peace in the past few weeks,” said Apella to Brode, his 
second-in-comsand. 

“Apella," said Brode, “at least listen to thea. This fighting does no good. We gain nothing and @any have 
died. Would it not be best to stop? We lived in peace before the Klingons case. We could do so again." 

“Peace, Brode? Do you reaeaber how we had to work, how little we owned, how hard it was to barter? To take is 
easy, it requires no effort. Look at our people. They love this life. You are growing soft...” His eyes darkened. 
“However, we shall hear what these hill people have to say. Maybe the sessage we send back with them will finally 
convince Tyree that we sean what we say." 

Brode looked at hia, unwilling to think what Apella meant but knowing only too well what was going to happen. 


“Two sore hours, Captain." 

“Acknowledged, Hela. Scotty, you have the con. Mr. Spock, come with ae." 

Kirk ordered the turbolift to Deck 5 and silently led the way to his quarters. There he contacted ship’s 
stores for native costumes for both Spock and hiaself. 

“Only two sen, Captain, against a whole society?" 

"Not against, Spock, for, and I don’t think force is the way. Tyree doesn’t want this. I can’t speak for the 
villagers but we’ve got to talk thes into surrendering their weapons. It’s not logical that a planet as peaceful as 
this one once was would change overnight. I’@ taking a chance that only a few of the villagers were swayed by the 
Klingons. The others are only followers, perhaps too scared to say no. Maybe they are only following their leaders 
blindly. Maybe we can lead thea in a different direction. 

"A lot of maybe’s, Jia." 

Kirk’s tired eyes met Spock’s. “Agreed, but I think those saybe’s are the only chance we have..." 


What was left of the peace delegation was returned to Tyree’s casp. One lived long enough to deliver Apelia’s 
rejection. Tyree stood for a long ainute looking at thea. When he turned it wasn’t necessary to say anything. His 
aen knew what sust be done. 

“One of us aust get Apella," said Tyree in a voice drained of all emotion. 

They waited until evening. The twilight covered their sovesents. They infiltrated Hie aitiagi: the duaeds 
around the periseter had no chance. When the alare finally case it was too late. 

The fighting was fierce. Each side fought out of sheer desperation. There was no Girning back now, this 
battle would end only in death. * 


Kirk and Spock beased down near Tyree’s caap. It was empty except for some very frightened woaen. It did not 
take long for thea to relate what had been happening. Kirk grabbed Spock’s ara and they headed for the village. 

It was dark when they arrived. Rifle fire punctuated the air with short, sharp flashes of fire as the rifles 
were shot. They avoided the villagers and finally caught up with some of Tyree’s sen. 

“Where is Tyree?" Kirk deaanded in a low whisper. 

“He is after Apella. It is his order that Apella be killed. Maybe then there can be peace with the 
villagers..." 

Kirk nodded. That sounded sore like the Tyree he knew. Ha told the sen to stay put and he and Spock crept off 
into the darkness. They held a quick conference in an alley away from the fighting. 
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"Apella lives behind the building where McCoy and I found the forge. We've got to get there before Tyree, 
Spock. If we can stop Apella saybe we can put an end to this. Coase on.* 

They sprinted down the narrow streets, ducking fire as they went. Often they had to dive for cover and crawl 
to safer areas. They were bruised and scraped by the tiee they reached their destination. 

They were also about thirty seconds too late. Tyree and his aen were charging the building. Guns were firing 
on both sides, sen were faliing but the hill people kept coming. Running hard, Kirk and Spock joined the end of the 


rush. 
* 


The attack succeeded. The door fel) under the onslaught. Men who stood their ground died. Tyree and Apella 
eet, only the width of the roo dividing thee. 

"So, Tyree, you have decided to join the witch they say was your wife,” said Apella with a sneer. 

"Wo, Apella, I came to ask you to lay down your weapons, to let our peoples once again live in peace." 

A chilling saile crossed Apella’s face. ‘Peace is for the weak. You are weak, Tyree, to believe that ay 
people would accept it..." 

"Have you asked thea, Apella, or are you forcing your wil] on thea?" 

As he burst in the door, Kirk saw Apella’s hand start moving, saw the knife catch the light as the villager 
lunged forward, 

"Tyree! “ 

Too late Tyree saw the sovesent and tried to get out of the way. The knife hit its ark and Tyree collapsed 
backward into Kirk’s aras. 

At the sage instant a gun exploded. Apella stood with an astonished look spreading over his face, then toppled 
forward. Brode stood behind hia, saoke curling out of his rifle. Sose of Tyree’s een started forward but Yutan’s 
voice stopped thes. 

"It has ended. Put down your weapons. What we have cage for has been done." They stopped but stood in an 
uneasy group eying the villagers who were looking at Apella’s silent fore. 

Only Spock saw the real drasa, saw what was happening. Tyree was cradled in Kirk’s ares, his head propped up 
on Kirk’s shoulder. His voice was very low. 

"My people have peace again. I was right to trust our friendship, Jaes. What you told me those aany years 
ago is true - all sen are brothers. Only a few didn’t believe and they died. Wona...” He coughed painfully, 
bringing Yutan to his side. Tyree reached out and touched Yutan’s are. ‘Yutan, it is up to you now. Let the 
villagers know we want to leave in peace. it is al] we ever wanted. Look to James for help. He is...a...friend... 
ay brother..." His head dropped, his hand slipped — ara. Yutan took the liap hand and gripped it tightly. 


Kirk stood alone at the side of the grave. The ceresony had been brief. Life and death were accepted here - 
grief was something to be borne in the depths of one’s own heart, and Tyree’s people had gone to grieve. Kirk 
looked around at the hills to the valley below. The paradise he had described as a young aan had turned into a 
hell - the inhabitants had been torn apart by oposing ideologies. Who was right? Who was wrong? Wasn’t he just as 
guilty as the Klingons? He had interfered. A friend, a good friend, a aan who loved life and peace as auch as he 
did had died because of hia. 

Spock was right. He had had to interfere. If he hadn’t, all the hill people would have died. Bones was right. 
He said that Tyree would die because of Kirk’s decision - and he had. 

Kirk took out his cosaunicator with his eyes lingering on the fresh sound of earth. The hill people had gone 
to grieve the death of their leader. It was time that he went to grieve for his friend - and brother. 
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"Nedical Log, Stardate 4781.7. Chief Nedical Officer Leonard NcCoy reporting, Captain Kirk and First Officer 
Spock ape both finally resting confortably. The Captain’s injuries, although extensive, should heal with no 
complications. However, it will take 2 period of sone weeks before I will be able to certify hia fit for copsand. 
Coppander Spock’s injuries were bore serious and will require several operations to repair denage fros deep-seated 
burns, Dp W’Benga has pronounced hisself satisfied that they will cause no persanent dasage, and Nr. Spock should 
be able to return to duty at approxipately the sane tine as Captain Kirk due to the superior healing abilities of 
the Vulcan race. I once again officially Jog that 1 strongly objected to the assignaent which caused the previously 
Stated injuries, Neither the Captain nor the First Officer were in any condition after their ordeal on planet 
Onega IV to take on the responsibilities assigned then over py objections by Starfleet Copaand.” 


McCoy sighed as he switched off the cosputer. He leaned back in his chair, lines of exhaustion aarking his 
face. Only ten days had passed since they had first discovered the Exeter locked in an abandoned orbit around 
Qeega IV, but those ten days would reaain burned in his semory for as long as he lived. The senseless events that 
had started there and then followed thea to the planet Elgat, left McCoy wondering if it was worth defending the 
ideals that had always been so iaportant to hia - and so iapossible to achieve. Turning in his chair, he switched 
on his personal log. 

“I saw Jia alaost cry tonight. It has shaken se sore than any of the events of the past week. He is always so 
confident, at least outwardly, always taking on all problems, that at tiees he aakes you forget he’s aerely huaan 
and things can get too auch, even for hia. 

"l find it hard to believe what happened - aankind thinks itself so advanced, yet the brutality of the species 
regains, Occasionally | find syself thinking Spock aight have something - suppress eaotions and you aight not end 
up beating the hell out of each other....° 

He paused, a slight saile crossing his face as he considered the :apossibility of what he had just said, then 
ran his hand through his hair as he continued. “I don’t think Spock knows | saw Jia. If he does he didn’t comment 
on it. He aight suppress his own emotions, but he’s certainly the aan who understands Jia best when the pressure is 
greatest. Only a few aonths ago Spock told hia that no one had ever declared Starfleet duty particularly safe, but 
1 sometines find ayself wondering how puch is enough?” 


* 


Kirk followed Spock and McCoy froa the room. He couldn’t remeaber ever feeling this sick. His head was 
threatening to split open and it was taking all his effort not to pass out on the spot. He hardly spared a glance 
at Captain Ron Tracey, once one of Starfleet’s finest commanders, now clearly across the border of insanity. As he 
stepped out into the light he stuabled, unable to focus clearly. McCoy grabbed hia and Kirk allowed the doctor to 
take his full weight, trying not to cry out as McCoy’s steadying ara passed across the screaaging pain in his back. 
Everything whirled for a aosent, then Kirk slowly straightened. 

McCoy was frightened. Kirk never let himself go like this. He had seen his fight with Tracey, but that 
couldn’t account for his present condition, He turned worried eyes to Spock, but the Vulcan was struggling to keep 
hiaself upright, badly weakened from the phaser blast which should have killed hia and would have had he been human. 
What was keeping hia on his feet was known only to Spock. 

"Probably his worry for Jia," thought McCoy. He relaxed his hold on the Captain as Kirk’s auscles tensed and 
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he seeaed to regain his balance, 

"Jia?" 

The large, pain-filled eyes that met McCoy’s were dilated. ‘Concussion at least," thought McCoy. 

"T’ll...be all right, Bones." He turned to Sulu, “We'll stay in orbit...Jong enough to beam you back aboard. ° 

"Aye, sir." 

Painfully Kirk reached around and took out his communicator. It was beginning to hurt to breathe and every- 
thing was going fuzzy. He silently willed hiaself to remain standing. ‘Kirk to Enterprise.” 

"Aye, Captain." Scotty’s reassuring voice cage as a blessed relief. No eatter what went wrong, Scotty was 
always standing by like a pillar of strength. 

"Four to beam up, Scotty. Have...security teas in the transporter rooa....’ 

McCoy flipped open his own comaunicator. "Scotty, get M’Benga and a medical team as well - and two stretchers. * 
McCoy ignored Kirk as the Captain tried his best glare, but could only cose up with a rather out-of-focus stare. 

“Right away, Doctor. Ready to beas up." 

Kirk’s hand closed McCoy’s comaunicator, the only way he could at the sosent show his displeasure. He spoke 
into his own, 

"Energize..." x 

He knew he was going to pass out; the dizziness that hit his as he aaterialized sent waves of nausea flooding 
through hia. He staggered forward, vaguely aware of some red-shirted aras reaching out to catch hia. He gratefully 
accepted their help, knowing there was no way he could stand on his own. 

Pain resounded through his body and it felt like an axe had been buried in his head. After a few seconds he 
felt a bit better and he sanaged to focus his eyes. 

“Escort Captain Tracey to the brig - maxiaua security...! want a medical teas to look his over.,.and their 
reports turned in on the double.“ He waited until the security men had left, then turned to Scotty. “We need tiae 
for... accliaatise below...Sulu...” 

Scotty nodded, worry stamped on his face. “Aye, we'll see to it." 

“Come on, Jia." More strong areas circied hia and guided hia to the waiting stretcher, He moaned softly as 
they eased hia on. McCoy glanced at M’Benga who was hovering over a rapidly breathing, unconscious Vulcan, He 
looked back and shook his head. * 


The entire world was tilting at a crazy angle and his head felt like it was going to blow off. He moaned and 
tried to shield his still-closed eyes from the light. Almost instantly the light was diamed and the diagnostic 
pane; shut off. 

"Stay still, Jia.” 

McCoy’s quiet voice, How often that calm manner had set his somentary panic as he surfaced from the blackness 
of unconsciousness. 

"Hurtesse” 

"T’ll bet you do. Just stay still, you’ve got a walloping skull fracture on top of a fair concussion." 

"Ue..." Kirk lay still for a few sosents, then cage the question McCoy had been waiting for. “Spock?* 

"He’s holding his own, Don’t worry about hia. Try to get some sleep. 

Kirk was silent for a few minutes, then he opened his eyes, the pupils still dangerously enlarged. “Have to 
talk to Scotty...” 

"No, Jig, not now. You’ve got to rest." 

"Have to infora Starfleet....° 

"Not now! Not until you get some aore sleep." 

"dead hurts...." 

McCoy felt helpless. He had read the results of Kirk’s tests. Along with the skull fracture and concussion, 
he had badly bruised kidneys and ribs and had obviously been brutally beaten. There were large contusions all over 
his body and his throat was swollen with pressure weals as though someone had tried to strangle hia. 

") know it does. Just try to take it easy." 

A tiny smile touched Kirk’s lips. ‘Poor Bones...@other hen...one chick...’ 

"Now look, if you’re gonna be insulting, 171] leave...” But Kirk’s eyes had closed. McCoy flicked on the 
panel above the bed and put his hand on Kirk’s burning forehead. The Captain had lapsed into unconsciousness again. 
McCoy decided to let hia sleep for about half an hour then wake hia again. 


* 
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McCoy had collapsed behind his desk when M’Benga came in. “Well?” 

M’Benga’s dark eyes were sober, “l’m beginning to think that nothing can kill that Vulcan. He’s still in 
shock and there’s some internal damage from the phaser blast but, considering that he should be dead, I guess it’s 
encouraging.* 

"UMscoe’ 

M’Benga looked sharply at McCoy. ‘“What’s the satter?® 

McCoy looked a little sheepish. "Nothing. I just don’t like both of them out of commission at the same tine, 
I have a funny feeling something’s going to happen....“ He laughed softly. “To mother hens everywhere...." 

M’Benga looked puzzled but didn’t comment, He had seen the outcome of McCoy’s premonitions before. He turned 
toward the door. “I’m going to check on Spock again, then get some sleep. Christine said she’d stay with hia." 
McCoy nodded absently. M’Benga knew that McCoy ae oa Kirk to no one but hiaself, 


"Come on, Jia, wake up." 

The pain-filled eyes gradually opened, standing huge in the pale face. Kirk’s breathing was very shallow as he 
tried not to ove his injured ribs. 

"How's Spock?" 

"M’Benga seeas pleased. Nurse Chapel is with hia. He’s sleeping now." McCoy did not bother to say that Spock 
had yet to regain consciousness. "I think he’s going to be all right." 

As McCoy checked Kirk’s vital signs, Kirk drifted off again. Satisfied that there was no change for the worse, 
he looked in on Spock, then headed for his office where he nearly collided with Scotty who was just coming out. 

"Doctor, we just got-a priority call from Starfleet. There’s some sort of trouble and we’re to go and find out 
what if we can, Headquarters is in areal flap. We’re the closest starship and they need the information in a 
hurry.” 

“What about Sulu and the others?” 

“We’ve got to leave now, Doctor. Even at maxiaua warp it’l] take us seventy-two hours to get there.’ 

"I suppose Jim’l] need to know....“ The Scot’s dark eyes acknowledged McCoy’s statement. “Be as brief as you 
can, Scotty, he’s pretty shaky." 

Kirk listened to Scotty with no interruption. It hurt to concentrate - all he wanted to do was to let himself 
drift back into the welcome blackness, but he forced himself to stay awake. 

"Scotty...contact Sulu, tell him he’s...stuck for awhile. They’l] be all right. Tell Starfleet...we’re on 


our way.” * 


"Dr. McCoy, Mr. Spock 15 awake!" 

McCoy threw the chart down on his desk. “Call Dr. M’Benga, Nurse, tell him to get down here on the double!’ 

Within moments M’Benga was there, giving Spock a thorough, slow exam. He was concerned by the amount of pain 
that still registered. He shoved a hypo against the Vulcan’s shoulder. “You need wore sleep," he said, watching 
the arrows rise and fall as the drug took effect. 

"In a moment, Doctor," answered Spock, His voice was low and unsteady as he fought to breathe evenly against 
the pain that wracked his body. 

M’Benga looked at hia, “Soon, then." 

Spock nodded agreement. Satistied, M’Benga left. As soon as he had gone Spock looked at McCoy. 

“Jia?” 

"He’s hurt, Spock, badly. Skull fracture. What in hel! happened down there? Those injuries didn’t all happen 
in his tight with Tracey." 

"Captain Tracey put him ina cell with Cloud William, They fought for over three hours, Cloud Williag was 
auch stronger than the Captain. There was nothing | could do....” The dark eyes shut as though to block out some 
inner pain. "They were loosening the bars in the cell, the Captain called out that he would have me free in a 
ainute...." He opened his eyes, the anguish of his inability to help Kirk clearly visible. "I did not see it 
happen, Doctor, but I heard it very clearly. Cloud William hit Jim with an iron bar. He was unconscious for seven 
hours and eight minutes." 

“And then he had to fight Tracey in hand to hand combat!" said McCoy. His face darkened. ‘“He’s got such heavy 
bruises over his kidneys where Tracey kicked hia it’s a miracle they still function." 

"Will he be all right?* 

"] think so, Spock. Wish I could give him something for the pain, but with that head injury I don’t dare. 
Fortunately he’s drifting a lot, at least he gets some respite from it. Knowing you’re going to be all right is 


48 


helping...." 

Just then the Enterprise vibrated slightly. 

"We’re shifting into warp drive, Doctor,* said Spock, his eyebrow lifting slightly. 

"Got a call from Starfleet, Spock. Priority job somewhere three days from here. Jia knows about it. Scotty’s 
got coasand., We’ve left our personnel on the planet...." 

"The Captain left Mr. Scott in command?" 

McCoy looked puzzled. “Yes, why?® 

Spock didn’t seea to hear his question. He lay quiet for a aoment, then shut his eyes and within aoments was 
asleep. McCoy’s face slowly cleared as he realized the iapact of his words. Kirk had left Scotty in comand, which 
let Spock know that he was remaining in sickbay and the Vulcan didn’t have to worry about hia. He could afford to 
concentrate all his efforts on healing. McCoy looked at him affectionately. "No emotion, eh, Spock? Bull 
feathers...." There was no response from the silent figure, just the faintest lift and fall of the theraal blanket 
which covered the still fora. * 


McCoy and M’Benga had finished checking their respective patients and were making their way to McCoy’s office. 
Kirk so far had shown little iaproveaent but at least there had been no coaplications, no uncontrollable internal 
pressure on the brain, no bleeding. And as the hours passed, so did the danger. Spock was still in a deep sleep. 
He had elected not to enter a healing trance, and McCoy felt he wouldn’t do so until he was sure that Kirk was out 
of danger. They had just walked into the office when the explosion happened and they were both thrown violently 
against the wall. 

“What the devil was that? said McCoy as he helped M’Benga back onto his feet. 

Up on the bridge, Scotty hada sisilar reaction. He slaaeed down the intercoa. “Engineering, what the devil 
are you doing down there?" 

A coughing voice answered hia. “Reactor overload, Mr. Scotts everything is superheating. " 

Scotty was spluttering as he headed for the turbo-lift. “Lt. Uhura, take over. 1711 be in Engineering." 

And there he would be staying. It would be a tricky job to keep the warp engines from overheating, and they 
didn’t have tise to drop to ispulse speed to aake the necessary repairs. McCoy appeared briefly to check on any 
injuries and syapathize with Scotty, but he soon left. Scotty had enough to do without wasting tise in idle 
chatter. 

As he headed back to sickbay he suddenly froze. The Enterprise was on a priority call. He felt a chill run 
down his spine. Kirk was sequestered in sickbay - if he found out.... 


Spock found out first. He met McCoy as the Doctor entered the sickbay. McCoy took in the pale figure dressed 
in his fasiliar blue -unifora. 

"Acting as your own doctor, Spock? | don’t agree with your evaluation if you think you’re fit for duty. My 
log shows it...." 

The dark eyes met his squarely. “No, Doctor, I do not, for once, disagree with your diagnosis, but I do pose a 
question. Which of us is aore fit for comaand, the Captain or aysel#?° 

McCoy stood silent. Neither man was fit but if it came to a aatter of choice he knew Spock had sore control 
over his injuries. ‘All right, Spock, but take it as easy as you can." 

An eyebrow lifted. ‘Affirmative, Doctor." * 


McCoy kept Kirk isolated and worried about the aoaent when he would find out what was going on. He aanaged to 
keep hia out of action for all of two days. He was catching up on-his log when two hands slamaed down on the desk 
in front of hia. Looking up he found burning eyes boring into his froa a pale face. 

“Why, Doctor?" 

"Because you're not fit for duty, Captain!” 

"And Spock is? Come on, Bones, | want a straight answer.” 

"All right. You were hurt - badly. Spock was hurt - badly. You’re hugan, he’s Vulcan." 

“Half Vulcan." 

"Which is half aore than you are!" McCoy flushed, realizing that he had been yelling. He lowered his voice. 
“He can control his body functions and heal as he works, you can’t.” 

“We’re on a priority call - ay responsibility....” 

"I¢ you’re in command!’ McCoy braced hiaself for the onslaught. 

"You saying I’a not?" The voice was very quiet - deadly quiet. 
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“What do you think?" 

Kirk drew in a deep breath, wincing as his ribs aoved, grim evidence of the still present damage. He took his 
hands off the table and sat down, 

“Can I at least confer with Spock?" 

McCoy’s eyes softened, “Jia, 1’ not taking command away fro# you. J just want you to realize your physical 
limitations." His eyes twinkled slightly. "At present we are having a difficult time keeping any officers of 
command rank on the bridge. Uhura was willing to stay in command but she wasn’t happy about it, not in this 
instance, anyway. If you promise to go slow you can go back on half duty, but any tise you’re not busy I want you 
back in bed..." 

McCoy sat staring at the empty chair that Kirk had left. He should no more be allowed to run the ship than 
fly to Andromeda, but then neither should Spock. Scotty couldn’t. He had all he could do to hold the engines 
together. Sulu wasn’t on board and they were on a priority mission. What could he do? Kirk wasn’t going to die if 
he resumed duty - neither was Spock. Yet he couldn’t shake the feeling that he should have kept them both in 


sickbay. * 


The disapproval shone from Spock’s eyes as he stood in Kirk’s quarters surveying his Captain. The dark bruises 
stood out on Kirk’s chest, areas, and neck, aute testimony to his ordeal on Omega IV. The slowness of Kirk’s sove~ 
ments told of unspoken pain. 

Kirk pulled on his uniform shirt and turned to Spock, a glint of mischief showing onhis face. “Don’t start 
with the arguements, Spock, 1’ve got you all the way down the line. No matter what you say I can answer you. Care 
to try?" , 

Spock conceded his words with a slight nod. 

"All right, now, what do we have?" 

"Not very auch, Captain. We are heading for Elgat....* 

"Elgat!" echoed Kirk. "That’s where Ber is located, isn’t it?” 

"Precisely, Captain. It is sitting in the middle of a Klingon controlled planet, a free city in the midst of 
totalitarian rule.’ 

Kirk looked sober. “I don’t auch want to tangle with the Klingons, Spock.* 

"Agreed, Captain. I believe, however, that the Klingons have the sane reservations. They know the iaportance 
of the symbolism of Ber to the Federation. Just as they regard their city of Ktgnan on our planet Rigel 4 an 
inportant syabol of their systea.” 

"But what could they be up to?" 

"Unknown. However, until we get to Ber we aust be prepared for the worst eventuality.‘ 

“Ever the optimist, aren’t you, Spock?" 

"It’s always best to be prepared, Captain." Solean eyes set Kirk’s and the huaan felt a coldness clutch at his 
heart. Premonition? But of what? * 


McCoy looked up in surprise as the two en walked into his office. Glancing at the chronometer he was even 
aore surprised - it had been less than an hour since he had reluctantly released Kirk. 

“Well, I’m glad to see both of you have returned to your senses. Beds are ready and waiting...." 

A gentle hand stopped McCoy’s contact with the intercom. “Sorry, Bones,” said Kirk softly, "that’s not exactly 
why we’ve come.® He sat down gingerly. McCoy noted Spock’s eyes never left Kirk. That had always been a bad omen, 

"All right, why are you here?" asked McCoy, his voice a little on edge. es 

Kirk looked at Spock for support, then plunged ahead. ‘We need your help....” 

"If you think I[?@ going to run the ship, forget it!" 

A smile touched Kirk’s eyes. "Don’t worry, I wouldn’t trust you. No, it’s wore than that." 

The intercom at McCoy’s elbow sounded, “Bridge to Captain Kirk." 

Kirk glanced at Spock, annoyed at the interruption. He pushed down the intercom. “Kirk here, Lieutenant, what 
is it?* 

"Sir, there’s another message coming in from Starfleet on the priority channel." 

"Damn, thought Kirk, “all this can’t be happening.“ He rose slowly to his feet. ‘“I’ll take it in ay 
quarters, Lieutenant." He hesitated for a moment, then continued. “I would like you there as well, Uhura." The 
answer from his communications officer showed surprise, but she would meet thea there. “Spock, you’re with ae.” He 
glanced apologetically at McCoy. “Sorry about the interruption, Doctor....” McCoy sat for a long time in his 
office wondering what was so secret that he wasn’t to know about it. 
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Kirk and Spock slowly made their way to Kirk’s quarters. Finally Kirk broke the silence. “J don’t think 1!’e 
going to tell McCoy after all, Spock, at least not tell him the real reason about our visit to Ber." He glanced at 
Spock and saw the surprise he’d anticipated. “What we’re planning is going to be highly dangerous - neither of us 
is exactly fit. If something happens and we’re caught, he’11 be all right because he won’t know what’s going 
on....” He broke off, a distant look coming into his eyes 

"That’s not all, is it Jim?" 

"No," agreed Kirk, “that’s not all. We may not all get back together. If he needs to know we'll tell hia, but 
not before. I don’t want to see hia hurt.” 

Several hours later McCoy buzzed at the entrance to Kirk’s quarters. He had stopped by to see if Kirk and 
Spock were eating dinner but either he had missed thea, which he doubted, or they were not bothering to eat. 

There was no answer to his first buzz so he tried again, this time putting some weight behind his hand and 
letting it go on with no letup. Finally the door swished open. McCoy’s words of injured protest died as he took in 
the sight of Kirk who had just managed to catch the edge of his desk before he lost his balance completely. 

"Jia... 

"T’a all right, Bones. Moving fast is difficult...." 

"That buzzer rang for a solid minute, 1’d hardly call that moving fast. Were you sleeping?" 

"Tl think so," said Kirk as he carefully sat down. 

McCoy looked at hia skeptically, "You think so, Do you also think there is a possibility you ate today?" He 
knew the answer to that one and had come prepared. He injected some protein concentrate and high potency vitamins 
without waiting for a reply. 

*"Ow!* 

"Don’t you have any part of you that’s not bruised?" asked McCoy with a touch of irony in his voice, 

"Not that I’ve noticed recently," said Kirk with a small grin. He gently rubbed his ara as he spoke, McCoy 
watched as the amused expression died from Kirk’s face. 

"Uhura came to see ae a couple of hours ago. Said you asked her to. Wasn’t that a little underhanded?" 

Kirk looked up at McCoy. “Sorry, | guess it was, but { knew you wouldn’t yell at her and ay head isn’t up to 
auch above a whisper.” 

"Jia, Starfleet asked you and Spock to go down to that city and ’evaluate’ the situation. Do they have any 
idea what your medical status is?" 

“They didn’t when we talked to thea, Doctor, but I’m sure that as soon as Uhura left you made sure they did." 

McCoy had the decency to look a little embarrassed, 

",.eand 1711 bet it didn’t accomplish a thing, did it?* 

"No, they are evaluating sy recommendation, which means they’11 let me know their verdict after you finish 
whatever it is you need to do," 

"Not ae, Bones, the three of us." His fingers drummed lightly on the desk top as he spoke, "This has got to 
be one of the weirdest set-ups in the galaxy. The Klingons have an entire planet, we have accity. And we have an 
entire planet, and they have a city. Both are heavily populated. The Klingons run theirs like aailitary camp, 
we allow the same freedoms that are allowed on all Federation planets. The Klingons don’t like it. Starfleet 
thinks they’re planning to do something about it." 

"So, what can you do?" 

“Appeal to the Organians." 

"Is that why you’re evaluating?" 

Kirk nodded. "This whole thing was their idea in the first place to prove our two peoples can live in peace." 

"Jim, do you have any idea what will happen if the Klingons discover you? They won’t even stop to ask questions 
this tise, You’ve embarrassed thea too often. The only condition they want to see you in is dead!" 

“Bones, they aren’t likely to find out we’re there. We’re going be in a shuttlecraft as visitors on vacation. 
Uhura’s going to stay in command, Scotty can help her if the need arises. The Enterprise will go on to Starbase 
12 to get the engines repaired and Tracey into proper custody. We’ll only be in Ber for a few days.” 

McCoy looked glua. "You’re in no condition todo anything, Captain. I aight consent to let Spock go but that 
would be under protest, too..." 

"Relax, Bones, you’re coming along to hold our hands, We’l] be staying with John Starkney, a gan I once knew 
at the Acadeay - he holds some minor official post on Ber now, We're going solely for rest and relaxation. By the 
time the Enterprise gets back we'll be as healthy as proverbial horses and hopefully have some information." 

") don’t like it, Jim, but I’ve told that to everyone | can find and all that happens is that | get patted on 
the head and told not to worry. Well, 171] say it once amore. I aa worried, Captain, damned worried. You’re 


51 


heading into a diploaatic hornet’s nest!” 
"Objection noted, Doctor, and I appreciate your concern. However, diplomats are rarely dangerous. All I ask 
is that you hold us together for as long as is necessary." 


It had been a long time since Kirk had spent leisure tise in a heavily populated city. His last few shore 
leaves had all managed to be spent on Starbases in long, boring conferences. 

He looked around with interest as the aircar sped down the avenue. The tall buildings reached with graceful 
spires high into the strange yellow sky. he signs of prosperity were everywhere. He glanced at his companions. 
Spock was watching the passing scene with avid interest} McCoy’s eyes were fixed on hia. Kirk gave hig a reassuring 
grin but it was not returned and he knew why, 

His mind returned to the transporter centre. The three of them had beamed down from the shuttle port where 
they had left their craft along with the luggage they would need for their stay. And, as it had happened when they 
beamed back aboard the Enterprise from Omega IV, the dizziness and waves of nausea had been aore than Kirk could 
manage. Quick movement from Spock had stopped hia from falling and McCoy had pressed a hypo to his ara before he 
could protest. 

"Jia, this is madness!* he hissed over the hypo. "Bea@ back up - you’re not going to accomplish anything in 
this condition!* 

Flashing hazel eyes had cut hia off, Kirk was through arguing and McCoy knew it. Sighing to himself he put his 
hypo away and, gathering his suitcase, followed the others to the aircar,. 

After winding a dizzying route through the city, the aircar pulled up in front of an impressive looking home in 
a residential section. The trio gathered their belongings, paid the driver, then walked up and pressed the entrance 
bell, Pleasant sounding chiaes sounded from within. They had only a momentary wait before the door in the archway 
opened and a youngish, dark-haired, very handsome man appeared. 

“Jia!" 

A hand came out ready to thuap Kirk on the back, Before John Starkney had time to swing his ara, it was caught 
in a vice-like grip by the Vulcan standing at Kirk’s side. 

“What?!” 

Kirk’s eye caught Spock’s and the Vulcan quickly let go. ‘Sorry, John," he apologized. "This is Mr. Spock, a 
friend, and it seems a protector at the aosent. He’s not accustomed to human behavior patterns....* 

Starkney grinned as he rubbed his wrist, then held out his hand. “Glad to meet you, Mr. Spock. You don’t have 
to worry about ‘your friend, I won’t hurt hia." Spock shook hands, his dark eyes surveying the aan standing in front 
of hig until Starkney had the uncomfortable feeling that Spock could see to nis very soul. 

"This is Leonard McCoy,” continued Kirk, turning towards Bones. 

"The name’s John, Come in, gentlemen, it’s a rare treat to have friends drop by, especially from one’s youth, 
however unexpectedly. This citv is not a favorite place, being so close to the Klingon Eapire.” 

They moved into the house as Starkney was talking and looked about appreciatively. It was built on aany 
levels} no two rooms seemed to be on the same plane. Long, sloping ramps connected one room with another, and each 
room held what appeared to be a treasure trove of artwork and alien foliage. All bespoke of wealth - wealth that 
Kirk knew a man like Starkney did not possess. 

“You have quite a touch, John." 

"What, the house? Thanks for the compliment but [’a afraid it’s Ruth’s work, not mine." 

"Ruth?" said Kirk, his eyebrows lifting. 

"You know Ruth, Jia. She was a lab technician when we were at the Academy...." He did not-notice the shadow 
that crossed Kirk’s face, but Spock noticed it instantly and instinctively aoved closer to his Captain. "Unfortun- 
ately she’s visiting Earth at the aoment with the kids, She’l] be sorry she missed you. Come on, 1711 show you to 
your rooms. The entire north wing is eapty at the moment - you can come and go as you please, even do your own 
cooking if you want. I’ve got a housekeeper but | eat all ay meals at the federation comaissary when Ruth’s gone. 
Can’t stand ay own cooking.” He chatted on as he led the way to the north wing, but no one was really listening. 
Spock and McCoy were aulling over Kirk’s introduction. Kirk was far away in his thoughts, remembering Ruth, beauti- 
ful, china-fragile Ruth, his first great love. * 


They had three adjoining bedrooas which were built in acircular fashion, each beautifully furnished, with a 
huge kitchen and equally large bathroom in the middle. Starkney left thea to their own devices, saying that he had 
te get to work, 


They put down their suitcases and looked around. Kirk took the middle room, Spock and McCoy took the ones on 
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either side. As he unpacked, Kirk heard the sound of running water. He was just finishing up when McCoy cage in. 

"Your bath’s ready, Jia.® 

“What bath?® 

“The bath in which you are going to sit and soak that sassive bruise you call a body, It’s got a whirlpool 
attachment, it’ll do wonders for your kidneys...." AS Kirk opened his aouth to protest, McCoy cut in. "That’s a 
aedical order, Captain, not a request." 

So, while Kirk Soaked and the hot water swirled around his body, the three of thea held a council of war. 

"I’ve decided we’d better keep closed aouths as to what we’re doing here," Kirk said, trying to ignore the 
foaming water as it tickled around his body, “lf anyone asks questions, which I doubt, we’re on vacation. Say 
nothing about Starfleet. 1 want to have the freedos to sove around without rousing any Suspicions." 

"To search an entire city, Captain?" 

"Probably not an entire city, Spock, although 1’d like to do sowe exploring along the dividing line. I want to 
find out how @any people are around who are trying very hard not to be Klingons. Spock, you’) need your tricorder 
for that - try not to be seen using it. Noraal vacationers don’t usually have sophisticated equipaent like that. 
Between the three of us we ought to be able to come up with something.’ 


Kirk lay face down on his bed, his head resting on his ares. There was sosething about this situation that 
aade hia uneasy, and he couldn’t put his finger on it. Gingerly he rolled over and got up, pulling on the long 
Vulcan robe that Spock had given hia. Then quietly he ade his way through the darkened house and out into the 
silent courtyard. Sounds of the nightlife of the city intruded little here in this peaceful place. Omega 1V seeaed 
a hundred light years away, 

He eoved out of the cover of the giant hybuk tree and stood looking at the stars. The two aoons of Elgat were 
peeking up over the horizon, Although the setting could scarcely be iaproved upon, he still felt the call of the 
stars. 

"Star light, star bright...” 

The words startled hia and his quick ovement as he spun around shot stabbing pain all through hia. His face 
grew visibly pale even in the dia light of the courtyard, Starkney was standing there, a speculative look on his 
face, 

A sheepish grin crossed Kirk’s faace. “You startled me, John, didn’t hear you come out.° 

"So 1 noticed." He glanced up at the sky. "The last tiae I saw you fifteen years ago you were staring at the 
stars, Jig. Haven’t you had enough of thea yet?" 

"{ take it that you have,* said Kirk, avoiding the question without really knowing why, 

"Dreams are for young aen with visions, I live with reality now.” He looked at the robe Kirk was wearing, the 
intricate design on the braid. “Vulcan, isn’t it?” 

Kirk nodded, saying nothing, 

"You believe in their philosophy - logic, total peace and brotherhood?" 

Kirk wondered what Starkney was leading up to. He opened his aouth to answer but Starkney continued. 

“And that idea of theirs, IDIC, isn’t that an iapossible dreaa? Strength rules, Jia, not seekness,° 

"Nothing’s iapossible, John. You have to be open-sinded. Surely as a diplomat you understand that necessity..." 

Soft footsteps interrupted thea and Spock appeared. He was dressed as was Kirk, the soft material of his dark 
blue robe flowing around his slender figure. He stopped slightly behind Kirk. Starkney eyed the two of thea, not 
aissing the fact that the design on both robes was identical, Being somewhat versed in Vulcan culture, the signifi- 
cance was not lost on hia. 

“Well,” he said, "I’ve got to turn in, Big day tomorrow - planetary council aeeting with the Klingons, 
guaranteed to be unpleasant. ‘Night, Jia - Mr. Spock.” 

As Starkney disappeared into the house Kirk turned to the Vulcan with an agused look on his face. “Checking up 
on ee, Mr. Spock?" 

"Not precisely, Captain. However, I was aware of Mr. Starkney following you out of the house. He was in your 
rooa for several minutes before he cage out into the garden. J presumed he was looking for you, but I wasn’t sure. 
So I followed hia.” 

Kirk turned and walked slowly to the hybuk tree, resting his hand on the rough-textured bark. "Spock, do you 
have any strange feelings about this place, this sission?® 

Spock stood in silence. Kirk turned to hig and what he Sawin Spock’s eyes disturbed hia. ‘Are we really 
doing something stupid like Bones said? Should we contact Starfleet?" 

The Vulcan’s face remained expressionless, but the eyes were troubled. ‘And tell them what, Jia? Mr. Starkney 
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is the only lead we have and so far we have learned nothing from hia, As yet I discern no danger," his voice grew 
very quiet, "...yet there is something...." 
Kirk nodded slowly, "Yes, but what is it? I keep getting the feeling that someone is walking over ay grave." 
Spock’s eyebrows rose. He had heard Kirk use a lot of strange expressions, but never that one. He didn’t like 
the connotation. x 


"Jia, I think it’s tiae you took a break.” McCoy frowned as Kirk took absolutely no notice of hia. He was 
standing behind the intricate fencing which barred contact with the lethal force field that the Klingons had built 
around two-thirds of the city - the area that bordered their territory. For as far as the eye could see there was 
nothing but barren wasteland on the far side of a busy city, 

"Jia,...” Gently McCoy took hold of Kirk’s are. ‘"Coee on, if you aust stare there’s a cafe across the street, 
You can stare from there and Spock wil] find us easily enough when he gets back.’ 

Kirk gingerly leaned back in his chair, grateful to get the weight off his feet. His head and back were aching 
and he felt sick, They had covered practically the entire distance of the city’s outskirts starting early in the 
eorning, Now the sun was Slowly sinking, turning the yellow sky alaost amber, McCoy ordered dinner and got soae 
soup and coffee for Kirk. When it arrived HcCoy handed hie a couple of pills. 

"You’ve gone frog paste to chalk, Jia, Take these, I don’t relish the thought of carrying you hose." 

The pills disappeared, washed down with coffee, Kirk idly toyed with his soup as McCoy worked his way through 
his eal, He was just finishing when Spock arrived, His dark eyes surveyed Kirk, 

And Jia thinks I’s @ nother hen, thought McCoy to hiaself. 

"Report?" 

"Klingons, sir, a lot of thea, all neatly disguised, J have tricorder readings." 

Kirk sat aoodily staring into the Klingon sector, his soup untouched, not noticing when the waiter refilled his 
coffee cup. Now things were starting to get serious} he could only hope that they wouldn’t get rough. Spock 
ordered a seal! eeal and ate in silence, Customers came and went, sparing an occasional glance at the three een. 


A knock came at his door as he was getting dressed, Kirk called out for whoever it was to come in and 
continued to rug@age through the closet, At length he found what he wanted and turned, Somewhat startled, he found 
hiaself face to face with Starkney whose eyes were taking in the aassive bruises that covered Kirk’s upper torso, 

"T’ve been wondering why you were so pale, Jia, What on earth happened to you?" 

"A minor philosophical disagreeaent with someone,” Kirk said with a seije, “What can | do for you, John?® 

“T's having guests for dinner - some of the Ber council, a couple ’from the other side’. I was wondering if 
you and your friends would like to join us?" 

Kirk slowly pulled a dark green tunic on over his head, His ribs were slowly healing, the pain wasn’t quite so 
bad now when he lifted his aras, “Let ae ask the others, | don’t think we have anything planned and I know 1’d 
like to cone.” 

* 


The last of the eal had been cleared away and the een settled theaselves for drinks and serious talking. 
McCoy noticed that Kirk had again eaten virtually nothing and was now carefully nursing a liqueur - the thiableful) 
of liquid would probably keep hie occupied all night. The slight flush on his face worried McCoy. Kirk had said 
nothing, but a glance told McCoy that the head injury was far fro healed - the constant nausea Kirk was experienc- 
ing waS a Sure Sign. ; 

However, Kirk was chatting easily with Stanlau Pordy, assistant to the Grand Counsel, no sign of discoafort 
showing in his eanner, a 

"T hear, Mr. Kirk, that you have been eaking quite a study of ’No Man’s Way’ the past few days." A deadly hush 
came over the group as everyone’s attention riveted on Kirk, 

He smiled easily, “An insatiable curiosity, sir, My job tends tobe rather dull and predictable,..." He 
deliberately refrained from looking at either Spock or McCoy. "I once had ambitions of a life in space, but like 
@any of uS.«.," he took a sip of his drink and waited until the liquid burned a path to his frighteningly churning 
stomach, “I was led astray into the huadrue existence that plaques aost of us." 

“And just what is that "huadrua existence’, Mr. Kirk?" 

The Klingon spoke English with a thick accent. Kirk turned a placid face toward the speaker, his aind taking a 
giant leap ahead of his words. “Merchandising. Mr. Spock’s family has been in trade for aany years, We aet some 
tise ago, worked together, and eventually went into partnership, quite successfully if ! gay be allowed to boast." 

"And what are you doing in Ber?" 
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"At the moment, sir,’ Kirk said with coaplete honesty, “absolutely nothing. It has been a long tise siace any 
of us had taken a real vacation. This is it. I knew John from our days at the Acadeay, before we both left. 
Actually, it wasn’t until a few days ago that I realized that he had aarried a foraer finace of aine...." 

"And you, Mr. McCoy," said Pordy, “are you also in serchandising?® 

McCoy ghanced at Kirk before he answered, not too sure what the captain wanted hia to say. "No, thank heaven, 
I’m a doctor - an old friend of Jim’s. We occasionally get together for a short vacation. Matters as they are now 
with the business, I alwost had to drag hia away. He’s been working far too hard recently...." McCoy hoped that 
his explanation would somewhat cover Kirk’s appearance and obvious lack of appetite; he didn’t know that Starkney 
had seen Kirk earlier. “And talking about being exhausted, I think he’d better get to bed.” He got up, making it 
iapossible for Kirk and Spock not to follow. They thanked their host, said goodbye to the others, and departed. 

Spock helped Kirk undress, his eyes sober as he looked again at the swelling and bruises. He decided against 
talking to Kirk that evening. All during the meal he had remained silent, analyzing the newcomers and he was not at 
all happy with what he had seen. But nothing would come of it this night - Jia needed sleep, not additional worry. 

McCoy cage in, hypospray in his hand. Kirk was sitting on the side of the bed and McCoy gently pushed hie 
down. His sensitive fingers probed the damaged area. He rolled Kirk over and ran his hand over the only slightly 
diainished swelling over his kidneys. Kirk lay quiet, occasionally wincing as the doctor’s hand touched an excep- 
tionally tender spot. 

The hypo was pressed into the lower back euscles and the aching gradually lessened. Kirk sighed gratefully and 
rolled over to his back. McCoy pressed another hypo hose. 

“what’s that for?" 

"Sleep, Captain, that other body requireaent you’ve been avoiding along with eating." 

But Kirk’s eyes were already closing. McCoy pulled up the sheet and blanket, then turned and looked at Spock. 

"Come on, you’re next." 

A raised eyebrow aet his statesent. ‘l assure you, Doctor, I aa--" 

"Still suffering froa the effects of that damned phaser. You’re pale, your blood pressure is all screwed up, 
the pain level is still shooting off the scale. Don’t give ae that ’I’a perfectly all right, Doctor,’ because 
you’re not!" 

McCoy led the protesting Vulcan to the next roo. Within ainutes he, too, was asleep. 


Starkney sat staring at the tapes lying on the table in front of hig. They contained no inforaation that he 
hadn’t already known, but he was starting to get a strange feeling about the men who were staying with hie. There 
was a quiet knock on the door and a tall Klingon walked in, 

"I came as soon as | got your call, John. What’s wrong? 

Starkney handed hia the tapes. ’Nothing I can put ay finger on, Krol, but I think we’re heading for trouble. 
Read these. “ 

Krol put the tapes into the viewer one by one. 

"Janes 7. Kirk. Born: Towa, North Aserica, Terra. Age: 34. Occupation: Merchant, based on Vulcan. 
Education: completed two years at Starfleet Academy, dropped out. Single. Mother living, father and brother 
dead.° 

"Spock. Born: Vulcan. Age: 41. Father: Asbassador. Mother: Teacher. Left post at Vulcan Science Acadeay 
to run fasily business. Single.’ 

"Leonard McCoy. Born: Georgia, North America, Terra. Age: 46. Surgeon. Divorced. Wife and daughter still 
living." 

Krol flicked off the viewer, "So? i see nothing unusual. 

Starkney tapped his fingers on the table. ‘1 spent ay one year at the Acadeay with Kirk. He was the aost 
brilliant and dedicated student that anyone had ever seen. Why would he drop out? It doesn’t make any sense!" 

Krol glanced back at the tapes. “Where did you get these?" 

"Federation headquaarters. They’re authentic, all right. But there’s something else that bothers ae. | 
caught Kirk by surprise yesterday while he was getting dressed. Krol, his entire body is one great aass of bruises, 
as though soseone had beat the hell out of hia. Jf he’s the businessman he claias to be, why would something like 
that happen? lf he’s in Starfleet, there’s every possibility in the book...." 

"If he’s with Starfleet, then you’re saying that you think soseone’s got wind of what we’re planning...." 

"Exactly." 

Their eyes met, each knowing full well what had to be done - and quickly. 

Krol got tohis feet. "Ef think I know a way out of your dileama, Starkney, at least a way to find out your 
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guests’ real identities. Invite thea to the next council session. After that we’ll figure out what to do. 


Kirk slept far into the afternoon. McCoy checked up on hi several times but his sleep was deep and natural so 
he let hia be. Spock had gone out early before McCoy had a chance to see hia. He returned as McCoy was beginning 
to cook supper. The Doctor’s practiced eye saw the tension as Spock worked to control his tired, protesting body. 

"You look terrible!* 

Spock threw hia a disparaging glance but didn’t bother to deny it. “Kow’s the Captain?" 

"de was aSleep when I last looked at hia, If you want to, you can wake hia up. Dinner will be ready in a 
little while.° 

Spock knocked gently at the door but there was no response. He opened it and let his eyes adjust to the glooa 
before he entered the room. Kirk was lying on his stomach, the sheet covering only his lower body. Spock frowned, 
then eoved forward and lightly touched Kirk’s shoulder. Years of command training had taught Kirk to wake up 
instantly. He aoved quickly, a low grunt escaping hia as sore, stiff muscles were suddenly put into play. He 
gingerly sat up. 

"Spock..." 

"I did not aean to startle you, Jia." 

"That’s all right." He took in Spock’s concerned face. ‘What’s wrong?® 

Spock sat on the edge of the bed looking uncoafortable. “Captain, after dinner last night I became somewhat 
suspicious of our host. Today 1] followed hie. J have just left hia in deep discussion with a Klingon...." 

Kirk’s eyebrows lifted but he aade no comeent. 

"He pulled our files from the Federation Headquarters. He obtained the new ones that were planted, but I have 
the feeling that he does not believe their content...." 

"A feeling, Mr. Spock?® said Kirk, a sSight hint of amuseaent in his voice. He had no chance to go further as 
a knock on the door interrupted hia. 

"Just a ainute....” He reached out for his robe as Spock got up to turn on the light. ‘Come in.*® 

John Starkney strode in, the ever-present saile lighting his handsome face. “Hope I’a not interrupting any- 
thing, Jia, but I’ve got to go out tonight. Or. McCoy said you and Mr. Spock were here and I wanted to catch you 
before I go. You expressed interest in attending one of the council sessions. We’ve got some interesting things on 
the agenda tomorrow and I was wondering if you would like to come as ay quests?" 

Kirk was aware of Spock’s dark eyes as he quickly tried to decide what, if anything, was behind the invitation. 
He reasoned that nothing could happen in such an open place even if Starkney were involved in a Klingon conspiracy. 

"Sounds good to ae, John. Maybe I’1] get some insight in how to handle bureaucrats!® 

They laughed, then Starkney said goodbye and left. At about the sase tine McCoy hollered that dinner was 
ready. for the first tiae since they left Geega IV, Kirk finally ate some solid food, He didn’t eat auch, but it 
was a Start. * 


The VIP chaabers of the Ber council were quite an eyeopener, the plush furnishings and lavish wall hangings 
aesthetically appealing. McCoy looked around appreciatively. ‘1 think I could put up with this for a while, Jia.” 

Kirk looked around. “The Federation certainly doesn’t skiap when it comes to trying to iapress the Xlingons," 
Kirk agreed. 

"A waste of time and effort, I would say, Captain." 

"You would, Spock,* said McCoy. “Why can’t you just for once appreciate some luxuries? Oh, never aind - it’s 
not worth trying to convince you..." He brake off as John Starkney cage in accoapanied by soae.of his co-workers. 
Introductions were aade all round, then the others left to take their places in the open chaaber below. Starkney 
pressed a button and a large curtain swung open, revealing the chamber, aagnified through a viewing screen. 

‘This switch will open an audio channel to the council chaaber, gentlemen. It’s entirely one way so you can 
make any disparaging comaents you wish without worrying about us hearing you." With a flashing grin, he was gone. 

Kirk and Spock listened with interest to the debating that went on in the chamber. The longer he listened, the 
aore convinced Kirk was that there was no way he could be successful in that line of work. Spock was aildly 
astonished that so auch time could be taken to say so uch that would accomplish as little, McCoy had quickly grown 
bored and had wandered off to look at the various paintings and art foras that decorated the rooa. Eventually Kirk 
got up to join hia, his aching back aaking it iapossible to sit still any longer. 


Dark eyes followed Kirk’s progress around the rooa. Jt had been over a year since he had last seen that 
figure, had faced that aan, but there was no aistaking hia. The iaage of James T. Kirk was indelibly imprinted on 
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Kor’s mind, and this was indeed James Kirk standing in front of hig. The last seated figure finally rose and 
turned} as Kor had expected, it was the Yulcan, Commander Spock, First Officer of the U.S.S. Enterprise. The 
third aan Kor had not seen before. 

He shut off the viewscreen and turned to Krol. “You have their identification tapes?" He studied thea in 
silence, a slight saile playing at the corners of his mouth. The fates had willed hia to be here - this tiee Kirk 
wasn’t going to slip out of his hands. 

“IT wish to speak with Mr. Starkney when he is finished with his council session." Krol saluted and left. Kor 
flicked the viewscreen on again and sat back to watch. 


Kirk yawned. It had been a long day and he was ready for bed. However, Spock was still out and he wanted to 
be sure the reports had been relayed to Starfleet. McCoy had gone out for a while after eaking sure that Kirk was 
settled for the night. Kirk tossed down the book he had been trying to read and got up. His hair was still daep 
froa his shower and he had on his Vulcan robe. He padded through the house, intending to head out the front to see 
if Spock was coming. He flicked on the light and opened the door. The stunning bolt of a disrupter hit hia square 
in the chest. 

* 


McCoy was Singing happily to hiaself as he quietly let hiaself in. He had had a aost pleasant evening and was 
feeling very aellow. He whistled softly as he aade his way through the hazy darkness of the house. He had long ago 
lost track of tie, but he knew Kirk and Spock would be asleep by now. He decided that he had better check on thea. 

He quietly opened Kirk’s door, his cheerful ood quickly evaporating. Kirk’s bed was eapty and hadn’t been 
slept in. He quickly aoved across to Spock’s room - eapty. As he turned back, he was only momentarily aware of a 
figure standing there before the blue flash of a disrupter left hia cruapled on the floor. 


The floor was cold and clagay. He was lying uncoafortably on the hard surface, his hands securely tied over 
his head. The penetrating cold was hurting his swollen back, and he tried to shift to a sore coafortable position. 
Iapossible. The thin aaterial of the robe was doing little to dispel his involuntary shivering. 

He tried to look around but the blackness was complete. He called out but there was no answer. He tried to 
reaeaber how he had gotten here but could remeaber nothing. He wondered where Spock and McCoy were. Had Spock 
aanaged to get through to Starfleet? Had anyone been there when Bones got hose? 

His ind refused to function and his body knew only nuabing cold. Finally he passed out. 


Spock stood silently in front of the curious dark eyes. He had been there for an hour now; before that in a 
seall, dark rooa. He was not certain how he had been brought there. He reaeabered leaving Kirk at Starkney’s 
house, heading off to send their report to Starfleet. He couldn’t remeaber if he had sent the aessage; in fact, he 
could reaeaber none of the events of the past few hours. He hoped that only he was being held by the Klingons, but 
that hope was illogical. If the Klingons were certain of his identity they would also know who Kirk was, and Kirk 
was the aan they would ean to have. 

“Comsander Spock, this resistance is foolish. We know who you are. What we want to know is why your Federa- 
tion records were falsified.’ 

Spock continued to stare at the wall above the Klingon’s head. A soft sound caught the Vulcan’s ear and he 
glanced around to see a viewscreen flick into life. He looked at it dispassionately, no one else in the rooa aware 
that his insides had just twisted into a tight knot. 

The image of Jages Kirk filled the screen. He was lying on a damp stone floor, only partially covered by the 
blue Vulcan robe. His hands were stretched above his head and shackled to the wall. He appeared to be unconscious, 
but his body was wracked by uncontrolled shivering. He was very pale except for a red flush on his face. 

"Your Captain, Comaander.* 

Spock turned back to the tall Klingon. “Mr. Kirk is a business associate, sir, nothing aore. I do not see 
that your treateent of us is going to accoaplish anything. I have nothing of interest to tell you, he certainly 
does not..." 

"Are you sure, Cosaander?* 

Spock felt his stomach lurch. He knew who spoke those words before he looked. Comeander Kor was sailing 
broadly, then his eyes flicked over at the iaage of Kirk, 

"I have seen your reactions before when your CAptain was in trouble, Mr. Spock. This tieae there will be no 
interference on your part, or the Organians’....” He looked at Spock’s face. “If you are wondering, you did not 
send your message to your Starfleet. However, a message was sent which will explain why you will not contact thee 
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for several days. By the tie their suspicions are aroused, we will have finished our work here and Elgat shall 
have total control] over your city of Ber. * * 


He paced the saall room in every conceivable way and cage up with the saae few steps before running into daap 
stone walls. The available light was aurky, coming in from some source high above his head. In the past few hours 
he had followed each stone with his fingertips trying to discover some sort of door or entrance to his prison, but 
he had found nothing. The incessant daapness was Causing hia to shiver despite his ware clothing. He wondered 
where Jia and Spock were. His head ached froa the effect of the disrupter stun. Somehow, someone aust have gotten 
wind of what they were doing. A chill ran down McCoy’s spine, for once not caused by the cold. His premonition was 
Coming true as a nighteare. ec 


He was conscious when they cage but too cold and nuab to respond. As the bright lights flashed on he screwed 
his eyes shut, pain coursing through his head. His hands were unfastened and he was roughly pulled to his feet. He 
was shoved hard and stuabled forward, his back on fire and his body screaging with pain. By sheer will power he 
didn’t fall, but only the total concentration of putting one foot in front of the other stopped hia from passing 
out. 

They arrived in a large, sparsely furnished room. There was a chair in the center with soe sort of aachinery 
attached to it. A hand was put on his shoulder preventing hia from going any further. He braced hiaself, forcing 
Slow, deep breaths, but his heart continued to pound like a trip-haaeer. He didn’t bother to look around, his head 
hurt too auch to aove. He concentrated his attention on the floor in front of hia. 

A Klingon activated the wall communicator. “We have hie, Coseander.* 

"Sood. We shall be right there." 

Kirk tried to concentrate. The voice sounded familiar but his @ind wouldn’t cooperate. He remained standing 
silently, then a noise distracted hia and he looked up to Spock standing pale and quiet across the room froa hia. 
On each side stood a Klingon armed with a disrupter which was aigsed directly at the Vulcan. Beside thea stood the 
possessor of the now all too familiar voice - Kor. 

“Do I have the pleasure of speaking to Baroner? Or are you Captain Kirk today? Perhaps you are a business@an 
from Vulcan. If nothing else, Captain, you have had a varied career.” 

If Kor expected an answer he received none. Kirk aet his look squarely, without fear, but Kor noted that the 
defiance of their last meeting was absent and wondered why. He @oved forward and rested his hand on the chair 
standing in the aiddle of the rooa. 

"Do you remember our asind-sifter, Captain? No doubt your First Officer filled you in on the details of its 
operation...." Without turning, he spoke to Spock’s guards. “If the Vulcan moves a auscle, shoot hia!’ Spock 
stood rooted to the spot, evey auscle tensed for action. Only he saw the alaost imperceptible shake of Kirk’s 
head. 

"Strip hia!” 

Kirk froze as he heard the words. Now the defiance appeared, the anger began to burn. He felt hands pulling 
at the blue robe, felt it pull away from his body. He shivered slightly but his burning eyes never left Kor’s face. 
the proud stance never varied. 

Kor’s eyes noted the results of the severe beating. If the human was in pain, and he obviously had to be, he 
was not showing it. His already healthy respect for Kirk grew. 

"I once asked you, Captain, for inforaation and you refused. Is there any point in repeating it?” 

“No! 2 

"I thought as auch. The Vulcan survived a Force Four probe. It will be interesting to’ see where you break, 
Put hia in the chair!" 

As though a silent sessage passed between thea, Kirk and Spock tried to aove closer, but it was doosed from the 
start. A crack on the head put Kirk on his knees; three Klingons pinned Spock against the wall. Kirk was dragged 
up and shoved into the chair, He struggled but was quickly strapped in. Spock watched in horror as the aind-sifter 
was turned on. 

He would never foget the cry of pure agony as the alien machine ripped into Kirk’s mind. The ancient violence 
of his heritage surfaced. He knew it was useless to fight the Klingons. If there was any hope at all to save Kirk, 
he would have to disable the aind-sifter. Two Klingons died before Spock had taken three steps. He reached the 
controls of the sind-sifter at alaost the sage soment the disrupter struck. He didn’t slow down - the unhuman 
strength of his fury tore the getal apart. The weapon struck hia again but he kept ripping and tearing, crushing to 
uselessness the dreaded machine. But not even Vulcan strength could withstand the third blast, and he fell forward 
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into the sparking, exploding aachinery, * 

McCoy stopped his pacing as a grating sound caught his attention. From high above his head a strong light 
shone, As he watched in dawning horror, he saw Spock being shoved through the opening. He did his best to prevent 
a crashing iapact with the stone floor. As he aoved toward Spock, he saw Kirk being shoved in right behind, and the 
three of them landed in a heap on the rough floor, The light was abruptly cut off as the entrance was covered, 

It didn’t take McCoy long to discover he had real trouble on his hands. Spock was barely breathing and had 
severe burns on his face, chest and aras. His hands were torn, burned and bleeding. Kirk was deeply unconscious. 
McCoy stripped off some of his clothes and managed to work thea onto Kirk’s naked body. The heavy sweater, 
trousers and socks didn’t exactly fit, but at least it was something. He smiled savagely at the image of hiasel¢ in 
floppy tunic, underwear and boots, but at least he could aove around a little in the limited space to try to keep 
ware. Carefully he pulled Spock to the driest part of the cell and laid hia flat. He half-carried, half-dragged 
Kirk over to Spock and propped hia up against the Vulcan. Their combined body heat was about the only thing he had 
to work with at the aoaent. * 


The hours passed in aurky darkness, and McCoy continued his helpless vigil. Neither of the amen had aoved; 
there had been no sound from their captors. He spent his tie briskly rubbing legs and areas, trying to keep bodies 
ware and circulation at least adequate. Taking care not to aove Kirk’s head, he vigorously rubbed his shoulders, 
thankful that Kirk’s unconscious state would not allow hia to feel the pain. 

He was beginning to wonder if the Klingons were planning to starve thea when a slit of light appeared froe 
above and what looked like plastic tubes were tossed in, The light disappeared. 

McCoy gathered the tubes and opened one. It held some sort of liquid and had a taste he had never experienced 
before. But any type of fluid would be better than nothing. He eade reasonably sure that it was edible and 
wouldn’t cause any wild reactions, then moved to Kirk and squeezed a little into the unconscious aan’s mouth. He 
aoved his hand along Kirk’s throat until he felt the automatic swallow reflex, then squeezed in a little aore. It 
was a long, slow process. 

Finally satisfied that Kirk had had enough, he aoved to Spock and gentiy cradled the Vulcan’s head in his lap. 
He winced as his hand cage in contact with the burns. If they weren’t treated soon, Spock was going to run a real 
risk of infection. He carefully slipped in the tube and squeezed soae of the fluid into Spock’s aouth. Fortunately 
he was ready for the gag reflex and sat Spock up, pushing his head between his knees. He held the shaking body 
close until the coughing had died, then pulled the badly weakened gan back against hia. 

"That bad, Spock?" 

Spock’s eyes closed as a deep breath shuddered through hie. McCoy picked up the tube. "Come on, take a 
little. Don’t try to swallow, just let it aelt.* Little by little he got the liquid down Spock. He aet no resis- 
tance and, to his surprise, Spock made no atteapt to sove out of his eabrace. He lay like an exhausted child, 
reacting aleost aechanically to McCoy’s soothing voice. When the fluid was gone, McCoy continued to hold hia close 
until the Vulcan again drifted off to sleep. Painfully aoving his craaped legs, NcCoy aoved to check Kirk. The 
Captain was still unconscious, but the warath of McCoy’s clothing had brought his body teaperature to a aore noreal 
level. Knowing he had done all he could for the aoment, McCoy curled up beside Kirk on the cold floor and fell into 


a dead sleep. x 


“It cannot be repaired, Commander, the unit was coapletely destroyed before the Vulcan was stopped. We have no 
replacement here. We could send for another unit, but I do not know how long it would take to arrive." 

Kor paced the rooa. "We aay not have tiae. They are here under false identities which aeans that the Federa- 
tion aust know we are planning something. I aust know what - and if they have contacted the Organians.” He stood 
looking out the window at the bustling city in the distance. "This city of theirs, this Ber - they say it is proof 
of the freedoa preached by their Federation. They hold it up as exaaple - they force people to compare their ways 
to ours.,..* He turned and walked to a large aap showing the Klingon territory. He tapped a seal] section of a 
planet on the very edge of the aap. 

"This is Ber - the one projection sticking out of our occupied territory. Colonized by the aost stubborn, 
unreasonable people one could imagine. No aatter what we've tried to do to get thea out they won’t go! Fighting 
doesn’t work, Ber is too closely watched by the Organians who are ready on a aoaent’s notice. Infiltration is the 
only way. It’s taken two years to get everything set up! Only two aore weeks and our takeover will be coaplete...° 
He turned back and stared at the twisted aess that had been the aind-sifter. 

"dow did Kirk know, and what does he know? I’ve got to find out!* He looked at his lieutenant. ‘I think it’s 
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tiae we had another talk with our guests, “ * 


A fiery throbbing flowed through his veins, He groaned and opened his eyes but could not see clearly through 
the glare, He was roughly hauled to his feet and bit his lip to keep from crying out. 

"This is the last of thea.’ 

He was roughly shoved up a ladder and hauled out into a large hallway, then half led, half carried to a large 
room, He pulled hiaself free of the clinging hands and walked in by hiasel#. He saw Spock and McCoy standing in 
the aiddle of the rooa. Even with the seriousness of their position, he couldn’t help but grin at McCoy’s outfit, 
He had no way of knowing how auch that seile aeant to his friends, 

They stood together, silent, waiting. And Kor lett them waiting, McCoy cursed the Klingons as he watched his 
two friends hanging on to some last shreds of control. Then he saw Kirk’s head lift in the defiant gesture he had 
seen so often, and he knew that someone iaportant had arrived, 

This tie there was no nonsense. Kor went straight to the point. "Captain, we need to know and we need to 
know now what the Federation is planning.” His eyes roved over the three aen standing in front of hia, pausing at 
McCoy’s peculiar dress, "I know it will be impossible to get the inforaation we need from the Vulcan, but this 
other aan,..° 

"ls a doctor,® Kirk broke in, "We is here because I had to be. He knows nothing, Comeander. It’s no use 
trying, The best inforaation you aight get would be the cure for Bysindian Blood Burn." 

Kor’s eyes flicked from McCoy to Kirk. “Which leaves you, Captain, You know the inforaation I need. Could 
we possibly go about this in a civilized aanner?” 

Kirk’s silence was his answer, 

Kor finally lost his temper. "Take hia!" 

"Just a @inute,” blurted McCoy, “That san could die if you do anything aore to hie. He’s got a fractured 
skull, he’s suffering froa the effects of a severe beating, and heaven only knows what you’ve puaped into him to get 
hia standing again, When Starfleet...” 

Kor snapped a look at McCoy. “Why would the Federation send in one of its elite leaders if they didn’t think 
he was capable of successfully completing his aission, Doctor?" 

McCoy fell silent, That was the one question which he also had been unable to get satisfactorily answered, 

Kor turned to the guards, “Keep thea here, If the Vulcan aoves, kill hie, I want no repeat of today’s 
earlier incident,” 

Spock and McCoy stood helpless as they watched on shoved out the door, 


Kirk reaeabered his Acadeay training, he reaeabered his oath, he reaeabered the thousands of lives which hung 
on his being able to resist the Klingon persuasion, He did nothing to resist and was far past being able to fight 
back. His eyes stayed glued on the far wall and he watched as it stood out in sharpness, blurred, whirled in 
circles, turned a reddish hues forced himself to concentrate on it, never letting his aind wander froa knowing its 
exact distance, Even when he could no longer stand, he kept his eyes glued on the wall until it, along with the 
incredible pain, were the only real things left in his world. 

He didn’t remeaber passing out, but opened his eyes to see the cool gray floor against his face, Vaguely he 
felt hiasel# being pulled back onto his feet. He forced his eyes up - and jooked into the face of the one aan he 
knew could not bear to witness these happenings. McCoy’s ashen colour told Kirk he had seen far too such, 

The hands holding hia let go and he staggered forward a couple of steps before he aanaged to catch his balance, 
He pressed a hand over his eyes trying to contro] the terrrible waves of nausea that were sweeping over hia; when he 
lowered his hand he was not surprised to see it covered with blood. The clothes that McCoy had given hia were hang- 
ing like rags. Steeling hiaself, he turned to face Kor. 

"St was not necessary to have McCoy witness this, Kor. He knows nothing and you know I won’t talk,” 

Kor nodded. He had hoped that the shock of seeing McCoy’s face would weaken Kirk, but his plan had failed, 
This huaan had a stubbornness Kor had not realized the species possessed, He signalled to the guards who brought 
Spock in from the other rooas, The Vulcan’s eyes narrowed as he took in the bloody sight of his Captain. 

"Put thea back in their cell.” 

Kirk felt a strong ara circle his waist and he thankfully put his ara around Spock’s shoulder, He wasn’t going 
to try to pretend he could aake it on his own, Kor didn’t bother to watch them leave - he had aore pressing comait- 
ments elsewhere, and had done as auch with the Federation aen as he could. 

Kirk estiaated the fal] to be about six feet. He landed in an awkward tangle of aras and legs, half underneath 
Spock, McCoy @anaged to push off the wall and land across the cell from them, and he quickly aoved over to where 
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Kirk and Spock were painfully trying to untangle theaselves. 

He sat back on his heels and whistled softly under his breath. There was hardly a spot on Kirk’s body that 
wasn’t bruised or bleeding. Carefully he took off what was left of Kirk’s clothing, then pulled off his own tunic 
and undershirt. Without hesitation Spock did the sase. While the Vulcan tore aaterial into long strips, McCoy 
bound up the worst of Kirk’s wounds. Over Kirk’s protests, he pulled the tattered sweater back over the Captain’s 
head, then sat back and observed his two friends. , 

"Quite a sight," he said ironically, 

"May I return the coaplisent," said Kirk. “If ay head didn’t hurt so auch, I’d laugh.” He glanced around, 
*We’ve got to get out of here and back to a place where we can contact Starfleet. I think what we’ve seen and 
experienced here has aore than given us proof that the Klingons have infiltrated the Ber Council. If that council 
selects the Klingon rule, there’s nothing the inhabitants can do about it. Those aen were freely elected - we 
can’t go back on our word that we would let the city choose its own way.’ 

McCoy broke in angrily. “What we’ve seen and experienced? Jia, both you and Spock cou easily be dead before 
we get out of this, if we do get out...." 

Kirk smiled gently, appreciating the concern that McCoy hadn’t aentioned. "That’s why we’re here, Bones. We 
needed proof, now we've got it. The Enterprise was the closest ship to Ber - our lives aean very little coapared 
to what Ber aeans to freedom, and the aeaning of freedoa. We left you in the dark deliberately, Doctor, in case we 
ended up-in a position like this.” His eyes narrowed as he fought against the pain. ‘I’a telling you now because 
you gay very well be the only one of us to get back. I’m not sure how auch farther I can go....° 

"Don’t talk rubbish, Jia. We'll get back.’ 

Kirk’s sad saile told McCoy his words were accepted with skepticism, but a light touch from Spock’s hand let 
hia know that either all or none of thea would return. Kirk sighed, knowing that he would have to keep’ fighting, 
still aomentarily wishing he could just duap the whole burden in someone else’s lap. 

Spock, with McCoy’s help, got Kirk into a aore coafortable position, then he proceeded to survey their cell 
inch by inch. He finally stood looking up at the area where they had entered, Standing on his toes, he could not 
get a fire grip to raise hiaself. 

"I’a not a very sturdy table, Spock," said McCoy, “but I’a willing to try." Spock silently accepted McCoy’s 
offer and within ainutes had the opening loose. He poked his head out and saw only an eapty corridor. He put as 
auch weight on his hands and ares as he could, gritting his teeth as his full weight cage down on painful burns. 
With a surprisingly strong shove from McCoy, he scraabled out. McCoy boosted Kirk up as high as he could, but it 
wasn’t enough. 

"Spock, I can’t help you. Maybe you should leave ae here, try to get back after you’ve contacted Starfleet..." 

Spock didn’t even try to dignify Kirk’s statement with an answer. He reached down and locked fingers with 
Kirk, literally pulling hia up and out of the cell. He looked autely at the aingled red and green blood and for the 
first tiae found hiaself wondering if they really would get out of this alive. 


It seeaed to take forever to get out of the building. No one appeared to be on the alert - obviously they had 
been dis@issed for sore iaportant aatters. Long ainutes of hiding silently in corridors and unused rooas were 
punctuated by short aoveaents and lots of backtracking. Most of the passages didn’t seea to lead anywhere. Spock 
went first, McCoy helped Kirk. The latter soved with clenched teeth and dogged determination. He wasn’t going to 
pass out - the thought repeated over and over in his aind. 

They were crouching in a S@all recess when Spock came back. ‘We'll have to wait for nightfall, Captain. We 
would be far too conspicuous going out now.” He looked around. ‘We are probably safest here. I doubt if the 
Klingons can put their plan into operation before aorning. The Enterprise is due to come into orbit within a few 
hours. I suggest we rest while we can.” * 


McCoy woke froa a fitful sleep, and glanced across at the others. Spock was leaning up against the wall with 
Kirk held protectively in his areas, the tousled brown hair askew on Spock’s shoulder. Kirk had his face half turned, 
buried against the Vulcan’s chest, his aras encircling Spock’s waist. Spock’s dark eyes were resting on Kirk’s face. 
The slow rise and fall of Kirk’s chest told McCoy that Kirk was deeply asleep. 

Spock glanced up, seeing that McCoy was awake. “It is time to ove on, Doctor.* 

As McCoy nodded, Spock gently woke Kirk. Pain suffused Kirk’s face as his eyes opened, and his fingers dug 
deeply into Spock’s ara as it eomentarily overwhelaed hia. Spock watched helplessly - he was too badly injured hia~ 
self to be able to help his Captain cope with the pain. McCoy cursed that he didn’t have his aedi-kit; he could at 
least have relieved some of Kirk’s Suffering. Before he could sove to help, Kirk sat up. 
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"Ready to go?" The pale, daap face showed the effort that aove had cost, but neither Spock nor McCoy 
commented, There was nothing their words could accoaplish. 

They slipped out of the building and kept to the shadows in the street. Kirk suddenly stopped as he caught 
sight of an aircar. 

"Jia, we need something to get us over the force field, or out into orbit. That aircar is not capable of it,' 

"Agreed, Spock, but if ay hunch is right, that aircar will lead us to bigger and better things." 

"And gore trouble," auabled McCoy as he followed the other two across the street. 

Spock glanced inside. “The ignition is locked, Captain." 

"I'll have it started in a jiffy, Spock. Get in and keep the brake on. I don’t want to get run over. Bones, 
be ready to give ae a hand here. Once I get under this thing I don’t think 1'11 be able to get out without help.” 

Within seconds the aircar roared to life, McCoy pulled a Swearing Kirk out from under the car and boosted hia 
into the pilot’s seat, hopping in behind. As soon as he was in, they were airborne. 

"That was as interesting demonstration, Captain," said Spock. "I don’t remember that being taught at the 
Academy." 

Kirk sailed. "I learned that long before the Academy, Mr. Spock. My brother would never let ae have the keys 
to the aircar at home, sol just found other ways of getting it to go." He grinned at Spock’s expression. "Now, 
where would you suspect they moor their shuttles?” 

A Vulcan eyebrow lifted. "I would i@agine Somewhere near the building we just left. 

"Agreed. Let’s go look." 

"Jia, we can’t outrun a shuttlecraft in an aircar. Don’t be insane!" 

"T’a not, Bones. Hang on to your seat, I have a feeling we’re going to be knocked out of the air none too 
gently." 

After searching for a bit, they found what they were looking for and buzzed the shuttlecraft port. An angry 
Klingon voice de@anded something over the audio, and although they didn’t understand the language, the meaning was 
Clear. When they ignored the order, one of the craft took off, 

"Hang on, this is going to be a rough trip!” 

Kirk’s words hung heavy in the air. Spock watched hia with concern as the aircar spun and pivoted out of the 
way of the larger, faster ship. He knew Kirk was attempting to get the two craft to open country before being 
forced to land; he also knew that the huaan wouldn’t be able to take the violent lurches of the seall craft for very 
long in his present condition. McCoy clung grialy onto his seat and prayed, 

The shuttle finally swung around and hit the aircar head on, causing Kirk to lose control. Spock made a 
desperate grab for the controls but they were dead. He yelled for McCoy to lie flat, then grabbed Kirk and braced 
for the crash. * 


Everything was silent as the two Klingons approached the wreckage. There was no answer to their hail, only 
tiny wisps of saoke rising from the shattered paneling aoved in the still air. They pulled out their disrupters and 
ducked into the smashed craft. 

As one of thea bent over McCoy’s prone figure, Kirk’s foot shot out and caught hie hard in his lower back. As 
the Klingon fell forward, McCoy spun around and laid hia flat with a karate chop. The second Klingon was being 
gently laid down by Spock, his hand still gripping the Klingon’s neck. Kirk looked at the small silver craft stand- 
ing close to their own vehicle. 

"Our transportation, gentlemen." 

McCoy looked at Kirk in horrified anger. "Jia, do you have any idea how close you cage to being dead? How 
close all of us case?" 

"Don’t start yelling yet, Bones, we’re not home free until we get back to the Enterprise. Come on... He 
took two steps and collapsed to his knees. 

McCoy was beside hia instantly. "See what I mean, you crazy fool?" 

"All right, 1’@ not arguing. Spock, take over. We’ve got a rendezvous to make and we’ve got to manage it 
without being blown out of the sky..,.” 

"why on earth would the Enterprise shoot at us?" asked McCoy in astonishment. 

"Because, Doctor," said Spock with the infinitely patient tone he used whenever he thought McCoy was acting 
like an ass, "we are in a Klingon shuttlecraft coming straight at them. What would you think? We haven’t been 
heard from. Lt. Uhura was told we would report inno matter what the circumstances unless we were captured or 
killed. Do I make ayself clear?" 

"Too clear, Mr. Spock," said McCoy glualy. 
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Spock and McCoy helped Kirk into the shuttlecraft. The Captain and Spock spent a few minutes discussing the 
different instrumentation, then Kirk sat back. 

"Spock, you take her up. Once we’re in space !’1] take over and you get working on comaunications...." 

"What can I do, Jim?" asked McCoy, feeling a little useless. 

"You, Doctor, can keep ae from passing out. Everyone ready?" 

They reached orbiting position with little trouble. Spock turned the controls over to Kirk and attacked the 
comaunications set-up. It was channeled to reach Eapire ships, not those of Starfleet. McCoy kept a grim eye on 
Kirk who was growing ever weaker and starting to slip into shock from loss of blood. 

They had been flying for alsost two hours when Kirk broke the silence. “There’s the Enterprise, 

They all drank in the sight of the silver ship floating in stately grandeur ahead of thea. 

“How are your communications coming, Spock?" 

"A few more minutes, sir." 

"Better hurry, they’re swinging around to aeet us.” 

McCoy watched as the ship started closing the distance between thea. He noted that Kirk kept flying a steady 
course right for her. “Well,” he thought, “the Enterprise will get us, one way or the other." 

Suddenly the silence was broken. ‘Spock to Enterprise, Spock to Enterprise. Come in..." 

The voice that answered was weak and crackling but no less beautiful for it. “Enterprise, we hear You, Hr. 
Spock.” 

Spock’s eyes met Kirk’s and he handed the instrument to the Captain. 

"Enterprise, this is Kirk. Three to bea@ aboard...." 

Uhura’s voice sounded stronger and Kirk had the suspicion that the break in her voice was not caused solely by 
the altered connection. 

“Aye, sir, the transporter is locking on to you...’ 

Kirk turned to McCoy. “Qoctor, I’m not even going to pretend this time. When we materialize 1 am going to 
fall flat on ay face and I don’t think | could stand another bruise!” 

McCoy’s blue eyes twinkled. “Don’t worry, Captain, | think somehow Spock and | will be able to hold you up." 


Commodore Stone was waiting for thea. He hadn’t seen thee since kirk’s court martial ore than two years 
earlier. Then he had alaost been forced to break for negligence aman he adaired aore than anyone he had ever aet; 
now, sitting at the briefing room table was this same man who had suffered such incredible torture and brutality 
both froa the Klingons and one of his own peers, yet he was still able to give a clear, full account of the treason 
and treachery they had discovered in Ber. 

When Kirk finished, everyone was silent. As Stone switched off the recorder his brown eyes sought Kirk’s, not 
missing the injuries, the bloodstained rags that he was wearing and the deathly paleness. Yet Kirk had insisted on 
this debriefing. He looked at Spock sitting silently at Kirk’s side just as he had before in his courtroom. The 
Vulcan’s clothes were not quite the rags that Kirk wore, but the severe burns were aute testimony to his suffering. 

"Gentleaen, the Federation owes you a debt it will never be able to repay. Those in the conspiracy will be 
severely punished. Ber will continue as a living monument to freedom because of your actions....‘ 

McCoy came in, looking remarkably better in unifora than he had in that most unusual coabination of clothing 
he had been wearing when the three sen had beamed aboard. “Your tiae is up, Commodore. These aen have got to get 
to sickbay!* 

"Df course, Doctor, we are finished.” He stood, bowed formally to Kirk and Spock and left, followed by his 
yeoaan. 

Spock slowly rose, finally letting his pain and fatigue show now that Stone had left. Kirk put his hands on 
the table in front of hia. He sat for a moment, then looked up at Spock. 

"T can’ tise” 

Brown eyes darkened as Spock stepped forward and gently put his hands under Kirk’s ares, guiding hia to his 
feet, supporting his weight as he realized that Kirk could no longer do it for himself. Not taking his eyes from 
Kirk’s face he spoke to McCoy. 

"Doctor, the corridor...” 

Nodding, McCoy left. Spock gently moved his aras around Kirk’s body for additional support. Kirk jooked at 
hia and Spock saw his eyes aist with tears. 

"I’ve destroyed Starkney, Spock - have I destroyed Ruth as well?" Spock had forgotten about the fragile woaan 
whoa Kirk had once loved. He opened his mouth to answer but at the same aoment Kirk turned his face away and took a 
shuddering breath, struggling to regain control. 
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"I didn’t think we would @ake it this time, Spock. Our luck’s got to run out one of these days...." 

Spock felt Kirk’s body start to go liap and he gently raised the huaan, cradling hia in his ares as he braced 
himself against the table. The hazel eyes siowly closed, bringing the long lashes down onto the now daap and fever- 
flushed cheeks. Kirk had finally given in to the consuaing pain of his body. For a moment Spock stood holding hia, 
Kirk’s words ringing in his ears. Only once before had he ever heard Kirk mention death, and that had been in 
anger. This tiae his voice sounded...different. Was it pain, or did Kirk feel that same awful dread that the 
Vulcan experienced each tiae he watched Kirk face possible death? 

He touched his cheek to the silken hair. “Jia, one day that extraordinary thing you call luck will run out. 
My only wish is that if it aust happen, it will come to us both, together." 

Later, he did not remeaber if he’d spoken aloud. 

He looked up to see the open door, and beyond it McCoy and the now eapty corridor. He didn’t stop to wonder 
how long the doctor had been standing there. Silently he carried the unconscious body of his Captain to sickbay, 
then lay and watched McCoy work his life-saving miracles before he would let M’Benga treat hig. Finally he sank 
into his own healing oblivion. 





Thirty-four. 


Why ae? McCoy understands, it’s a lonely street, 
And he does his best to help. 
A question asked, He gives his advice and listens to fears, 
As yet unanswered. Though if I wake hia bea@ down one more tine I’a afraid 
Another ship’s surgeon aay be coa@ing ay way. 
Many aspire to comaand, Yet, in a moment of doubt when this question was asked, 
Merrick, Finney - yet I stand He answered directly ~ he did not shirk, 
here, ",.eDon’t destroy the one naged Kirk." 
Feeling no, not fear. 
Just perhaps a sense of awe, To Scotty the ship is ore than a hoae, 
It’s a friend ~ a child who needs care. 
This thing, this ship, this Enterprise, Uhura and Chekov and Sulu and all 
Have | the right to call her eine? This crew, these people - so rare. 
Is this what beckons gen to rise? Yet why, once again, aa I the an at the top? 
Yet, Spock once told ae it is the aan, A lieutenant once, young, small and scared. 
not the ship, How they look to ae 
Without that man, the loyalty dies. And what do they see? 
And how often has he proven his - A gan 
A touch, a glance, a word. Just like thea, 
How little he shows to the outside world A bit older than before, 
of his strength, his needs, and his love. A bit wiser, sore human? Who knows? 
He had that once, he gave in to his heart, But being of command grade 
He actually did belong. I guess here [ shall stay 
Then through a store of tears, Leila shared with ae, And wonder - maybe pray, 
High above Osicron Ceti Three Why ae? 


That Spock had a responsibility - 
To the ship, 
And to ae. 
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"Spock... 2" 
“Yar" 


Kirk glanced up at the uncharacteristic response from his first officer and seiled fondly. Spock’s attention 
was concentrated upon the computer readout in front of hia. 

"l’a thinking of blowing up the Enterprise. What would you suggest as the most efficient aethod?" 

"Probably causing the antiaatter to eix with..." Spock’s head jerked up, and Kirk met the Vulcan’s puzzled 
expression with a wide grin, 

“Well, at least 1’ve got your attention,” he said. “Now I need your opinion..." 

The two of thea were alone in Briefing Roow four. {t was very late and eost crewneabers from their shift were 
long since in bed. Spock was working on an experiment that was taking all his free time, and Kirk had discovered 
that if he wanted to see the Vulcan at all outside of duty hours, he had to spend his tiae here. 

"My opinion on what, Captain?" 

"These orders froa Starfleet concerning Platan VII. How many planets were visited by Terrans before Starfleet 
and its hands-off policy cage into being?” 

Spock looked thoughtful. “! doubt if I could answer that accurately. Earth has sent out space probes for the 
past couple of centuries..." 

“And it’s a documented fact,” said Kirk, “that not all of those ships were attached to a space agency. There 
were a few ambitious privateers among thea...” 

“Which is why Starfleet is concerned that accidental interference might have occurred, " 

Kirk grinned. “Well, nothing’s teen as funny as what we found on lotia. | sometines find it hard to believe 
that one book could create such a cogplex society. Still, they were pretty well organized.” 

Spock looked longingly at the computer, then back up at Kirk, "You said you wished sy opinion on something, 
Captain. * 

“Did 19" Kirk asked innocently, “Guess ! really just wanted to talk." 

Spock looked back at the coaputer, then switched it off, “Would you like to do so over a game of chess?" 

A slight, wistful saile touched Kirk’s face, ‘Yes, I would - but you wouldn’t. I won’t take you away from 
your work, Besides, I’ve got to get to bed. 171] be leading a landing party tomorrow while you sit up here with 
your nose buried in the computer." He got to his feet. “J’1] see you when | get back, Goodnight, Spock." 

"Goodnight, Jia. Sleep well." Before the door closed behind Kirk, Spock’s attention was once again focused on 
his work, 

The next aorning Kirk, an anthropologist, and four security guards beamed down to Pfatan VIJ. Kirk called in 
to say they had arrived with no probless, Then the entire landing party disappeared, 


Exhaustion was etched deeply into the faces of all the bridge personnel save one, Spock, bent in total concen- 
tration over the sensors, looked no different than he had 57 hours earlier when the search for the aissing landing 
party had begun. And it was his relentless drive that now kept everyone else on their feet. His refusal to give up 
gave everyone else a ray of hope, 

Guilt drove Spock. He should at least have accogpanied Kirk, if not headed the expedition hiaself. A science 
officer had been needed adore than conaand personnel, but Kirk, knowing how preoccupied Spock was with his coaputer 
project, had not even suggested that his first Officer accompany hig. This was the sort of assignment Kirk relished, 
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and it was a rare occasion that he did not get an arguaent fro Spock concerning the risks of the unknown. 

“Anything, Spock?® The soft drawl of McCoy’s native South was broad with exhaustion, 

"Negative, Doctor," Spock did not take his eyes froa the readout as the scanners swept across the surface of 
the planet. 

"Search parties?" 

"They have beased back aboard. The area where they materialized is one vast Swanp, It is iapossible to search 
on foot. We aust rely on other aeans.* 

"Surely it aust be possible to locate Husan readings down there!" 

"Tonic interference prevents positive identification, Doctor. We could easily beae up beings native to the 

“planet, and that would violate the Priae Directive. Starfleet would...” He broke off, his attention coapletely 
absorbed by what the coaputer was relaying. His fingers flew across the controls, checking and verifying the 
readout. He finally sat down and activated the intercoa, 

"Mr, Scott, please report to the transporter room, ! think I have found thea.*® Spock listened with half an 
ear to Scott’s hasty acknowledgaent, then looked up at McCoy, “Doctor, I believe your presence would also be 
beneficial, I shall remain here to aonitor the Hugan life-foras on the planet’s surface,“ 

“Are they...?° 

"There are six life readings, Doctor.’* 

“How did you locate thea?° 

Spock’s eyebrow quirked slightly. "They have returned to their original beagdown point, which was chosen for 
its relative isolation from settleaents populated by the planet’s humanoid inhabitants. The captain aust have 
realized that it would be easiest for us to distinguish between sigilar readings at that site.” He turned back to 
his board and was relaying the coordinates to Scott as the turbolift doors closed behind McCoy’s retreating figure. 

Spock arrived in the transporter room to find McCoy running a scanner over Kirk’s un@oving, aud-encrusted body. 
He quickly aoved forward and helped Scott get Kirk onto a waiting aedical gurney, The other aeabers of the landing 
party, although as filthy as their commanding officer, did not seem the worse for wear. 

"What happened to hia?" McCoy’s voice was slightly unsteady as he read the scanner, He felt sick as he 
listened to McMaster’s brief report. Glancing once at Spock, at the iapassive face and pain-filled eyes, he was 
almost grateful for the Vulcan’s control. He had aore than enough on his hands as it was. 


After the merbers of the landing party got cleaned up, they were ordered to aeet with Spock in briefing rooa 
six. Lt. McMaster did gost of the talking. 

“We found no obvious cultural contamination, Mr. Spock. Their society is relatively primitive. We tried to 
avoid gaking any contact with the natives, but it was difficult. They seened to be everywhere." 

"Can you describe the inhabitants? 

“They’re all dark-haired with dark complexions. Their language was siailar enough to Standard for us to under- 
Stand thea, but !’a not sure they could understand us.° 

"Contamination?" asked Spock. 

"A possibility, sir," McMaster replied, 

"What happened to the landing party?” ; 

"It was the natives, sir. They spotted Kerber first," McMaster said, gesturing at one of the security guards, 
"Before we could make arun for it, we were surrounded, That’s when..." The man paused, obviously reluctant to 
continue, 

“That’s when what, Lieutenant?® 

McMaster swallowed hard. “That’s when they first saw Captain Kirk. They all stared and pointed at hia, then 
started jabbering something about someone naged ’Gregory’ and how he brought death." 

"’Gregory’?” 

"I couldn’t gake sense out of it. Maybe it was Captain Kirk’s appearance. The rest of us have darker coaplex- 
ions and hair." 

Recognition? thought Spock, Who or what did Jim repind thea of? 

“Anyway, they indicated he had to go with thea. When he started to refuse, they threatened to kill all of us, 
so he went. We saw a little of what happened, They...they stripped hia, then beat hia unaercifully. We tried to 
get free to help hia, but they had us penned up and there was nothing we could do, We pleaded with our guards, but 
they said he was not going to be allowed to ’kill as he did before’, It didn’t make any sense.’ 

Spock aade a mental note to check back into the little knowledge they had of Platan history to see if he could 
find out what circuastances aight have given rise to such a reaction. “What happened then?" he asked, not wanting 
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to know. 

"They staked the captain out in the middle of a stinking aud pit. There were insects everywhere, and he was 
quickly covered with thea. He was twisting and thrashing - they aust have been stinging him. The natives all sat 
around drinking, even our guards. It aust have been pretty potent stuff because they gradually disappeared into 
their huts..." He faltered, the memory of what had happened alaost ore than he could handle, With outward 
patience, Spock waited for him to continue. 

"Somehow Captain Kirk managed to free hiaself and crawled over to where we were being held. He was so weak 
that he couldn’t stand on his own, He fell into our aras when he got the gate open. We gave hia what little water 
we had, tried to clean the insects out of the wounds left by the beating...but he insisted we get out of there 
before the natives cage back. He couldn’t walk at first, 50 we carried hia." 

Spock nodded, his face not revealing his inner turaoil. 

"After a short tise, the captain insisted on trying to walk by hiaself. He headed off into the swamp with such 
determination that we all followed without hesitating. The stinking aud was often waist-deep, but he hardly even 
stopped to rest. He knew exactly where he was going. We just hoped he’d get there before he died. Then the ship 
found us, and here we are." 

"Thank you, Lieutenant,” said Spock. "Does anyone else have anything to add?" No one did, but Spock asked 
each of thea to log a personal report of their experiences on the planet. Then he ordered them off-duty to get the 
rest they needed. Finally he headed for the Sickbay...and Kirk. 

McCoy and Chapel were working in silence. Kirk had been thoroughly washed; the revolting aud of the swaap was 
only a memory. Although they had been working for some time, the evidence of the natives’ brutality stood out 
clearly. 

"Massive infection," McCoy informed briefly, meeting Spock’s eyes. The doctor was carefully cleaning each 
wound before sealing it - a painstaking, Slow job. “I’ve pumped hi full of antibiotics - still best against this 
type of thing..." He broke off at a small gasp from Kirk. “Five cc nurin, Christine.° 

Spock’s eyes narrowed. Nurin was a powerful painkiller. McCoy stopped working while Chapel administered the 
shot. When he had waited a few minutes to allow the aedication to take effect, the doctor picked up the scanner and 
let it run until the indicator stabilized at a decreased pain level. 

“He’s sepiconscious, Spock," McCoy explained, "I don’t dare put him under. He might not be strong enough to 
stand it.” He put the scanner down and started to work again. 

Spock stood frozen as he viewed Kirk’s agony, He knew McCoy was doing all he could, but it wasn’t enough. 
Finally he stepped forward and took Kirk’s hand. McCoy glanced up but didn’t say anything. Kirk’s hand, like the 
rest of his body, was Sweat-scaked from shock and pain, Spock took hold with both hands so it wouldn’t slip. An 
answering pressure get his, then changed into a painful grip as McCoy’s probing instruments ran through an infected 
wound. 

"Doctor..." 

McCoy finished sealing the wound, then turned weary eyes to Spock. "What?" 

“His pain. I could lessen its intensity. Perhaps it would strengthen hia." 

McCoy stood silent for a moment, then nodded. "All right. I need a break anyway, and so does he. I’11 be 
back in a ainute," 

Spock freed one hand, although he let Kirk maintain his desperate grip on the other. He felt for the familiar 
touch-points on Kirk’s face, braced himself to receive the pain he knew was coursing through Kirk’s body, and opened 


his own aind. x 


When McCoy returned to Sickbay, he wasn’t sure who looked worse; the Huaan lying on the bed or the Vulcan 
standing by his side. "Spock? he ventured softly. 

"He is stronger, Doctor." 

McCoy looked doubtful, but picked up his instruments and went back to work. And this time, Kirk did not 
flinch at his touch. Instead he lay still, eyes closed, his hand still tightly holding the Vulcan’s. Spock sade no 
atteapt to pull away, although the bloodless tips of his fingers gave aute testiaony to the painful intensity of the 
Huaan’s grip. 

Finally, McCoy laid down his instruaents for the last time, checking the chronometer as he did so. He had been 
working on Kirk for three hours. He glanced at Spock, who was standing in rigid silence. "“That’s got all of thea," 
he said. “They should heal with no coaplications." He looked at the panel above Kirk’s head and frowned. The 
readings showed an advancing internal infection. He drew some blood, then turned to Spock. “Stay with hia, I’ 1 
be back." 
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For a few minutes Spock stood in silence watching his captain. Kirk’s breathing was labored and his face was 
flushed by the fever that raged through hia. Spock started to reaove his hand from the Huaan’s, only to have Kirk 
clasp it more tightly. 

"Jia," he said gently, "I’m not leaving you. I am going to get a chair. [I shall be gone only a few seconds." 
He waited until Kirk Slowly loosened his grip, quickly retrieved a chair, then sat down and took Kirk’s hand again, 

McCoy was gone a long time. Kirk tay silent and un@oving, only his grip on Spock’s hand telling the Vulcan 
that he was still partially conscious. Spock kept his answering pressure constant so that Kirk would know he was 
not alone. Twice a nurse came in and administered a hypo. When Spock questioned her, he was told that the injection 
contained aore high-powered antibiotics to conbat the infection. 

Spock’s first warning of trouble cane shortly after Kirk had received the second injection. The pressure of 
the Human’s grip increased rapidly, until Spock’s hand was being clutched with desperate strength. Kirk’s body 
tensed, his face grew very pale, and suddenly he was gasping for breath, seemingly unable to get any air. 

Spock disentangled his hand andran for the intercoa. “Spock to McCoy - emergency!* While he was speaking, 
Kirk’s whole body went rigid, arching up off the diagnostic bed. Spock rushed back to Kirk’s side, firmly holding 
the Human’s shoulders down as the convulsion worsened 

"What the hell!" McCoy’s words almost preceded his arrival. His scanner flew over Kirk’s writhing figure. His 
expression, if possible, was ore grim than it had been earlier. "Oh god, no," he said in a choked voice. “Not 
that..." 

A tremor of fear ran through Spock as he watched McCoy. “What is wrong?” 

"He’s een getting tetraphile, a new ’wonder drug’ - and, dagn it all, he’s allergic to it!" The doctor was 
busy injecting Kirk with muscle relaxants to control the spasas wracking his body. Then McCoy yelled for Christine 
Chapel, the volume and tone of his voice saking the intercom entirely unnecessary. Her face paled as he quickly 
filled her in on the situation. 

“Benedryl and epinephrine, 5 cc each ~ stat'* McCoy ordered, ‘Then get sone 5% prednisone on a wetered IV 
hypospray, {5 ag per hour.” 

Minutes later, Kirk was securely restrained, and antihistamines were being pressured into his ara. 

"J want you to stay with hin, Nurse. [71] be right back.” 

"Yes, Doctor," 

"Spock, come on." McCoy’s eyes softened as he saw Spock’s reluctance to leave Kirk’s side. “He doesn’t know 
we’re here now, Spock. Save yourself for the time when he’11] need you." 

McCoy led Spock out of the rooa and waited for the door to shut before he spoke. “Things like this shouldn’t 
happen in this day and age," he finally burst out in frustration. "But we can’t predict their occurrence. 
Antibiotics are life-savers 99% of the time. Starfleet issued tetraphile a few sonths ago, and it’s the aost 
effective antibiotic I’ve ever used. Practically the entire crew got it when we had that run-in with the 
unidentified bug on Catsom ‘J. Jin was one of the ones treated." The doctor took a deep breath. "That aust have 
partiai:iy sensitized his systea to the allergen. And the injections we gave hia earlier finished the job. I’m 
guessing that the aost recent dose of tetraphile triggered the reaction." 

Spock nodded, remembering the sequence of events that had preceded Kirk’s symptoms. “I have little knowledge 
of such reactions,’ he said, "but wasn’t this one unusually severe and sudden?” 

"It'd progressed to anaphylactic shock," McCoy explained shortly. "“Abdosinal pain, upper respiratory distress, 
severe agitation, convulsions..." Sensing Spock’s thoughts, he added, ‘There was no way you could have anticipated 
the onset, Spock. Jim was only semi-conscicus, and the early syaptoms wouldn’t be detectable unless you were 
specifically looking for thea.* 

"Ts it..." 

"It could kill hia," McCoy admitted, {oo upset hiaself to spare the Vulcan. "All sorts of complications are 
possible; cardiac arhythaia or arrest, lung collapse, hemorrhaging, kidney failure, liver daaage. It depends on the 
severity of the reaction. The antihistagines he’s getting will combat the cause of the shock, but he'll continue to 
have breathing difficulty, sweating, and weakness until we get it under control. That, plus the fact that we’ve got 
to keep treating the massive infection he already had..." He shook his head. “I honestly don’t know if it’s going 
to be possible to keep him stable." McCoy put a restraining hand on Spock’s arn} the Vulcan had started to aove 
back toward the isolation unit where Kirk was being treated. "Spock, don’t.” 

"Doctor, I..." 

"That’s an order from the Chief Medica! Officer of the Enterprise, Spock. Only qualified medical personnel 
are to be in there until we get this under control'* He moved across the roon to stand in the Vulcan’s path, “It’s 
going to be touch and go, Spock, a difficuit fight. It’s got to be waged by experienced people." 
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For a moment only icy coldness met McCoy’s gaze. Then Spock lowered his eyes. ‘Understood, Doctor. | shall 
be on the bridge." ; 

McCoy watched hia leave, feeling a stab of sympathy. Ordering Spock out was one of the hardest things he had 
ever done, but the fewer people he had to fall over, the better. And Spock would not be witness to Kirk’s agony - 
an agony that would tear hia apart, as it was threatening to tear McCoy apart. There had been no reason to suspect 
that Kirk would be allergic to tetraphile, but McCoy felt responsible anyway. He was Chief Medical Officer, and he 
had ordered the drug administered} if Kirk died, it would be his fault. Sighing, McCoy aoved toward the isolation 
unit. He knew the next several hours would show whether Kirk would live or die, 


During those hours, Spock aoved like a zombie. With Kirk incapacitated, perhaps dying, Spock was still in 
command of the Enterprise. He refused to let anyone take over his duty time. But his presence on the bridge, his 
icy control, no longer inspired exhausted crewmembers to give more than they had left. Now they were scared, tip- 
toeing quietly so as not to provoke a biting statement concerning their inefficiency. 

When his duty shift ended, Spock gratefully escaped to the solitude of his own quarters. Here he could give in 
to his pain. Here no one else could see his unsuccessful struggle with his emotions, Several times he had gone to 
Sickbay to see Kirk, but McCoy had always been there to block his way. Each time the report was the same: gravely 
ill, no change. It was too early to know whether Kirk would recover. 

Spock was on the bridge again when a message came from Starfleet. Their next scheduled stop had been aborted, 
and they were to take an unscheduled R & R, Spock immediately informed the crew - he knew Kirk would have done so 
and would have relished the response - but he did not join in the general celebration. 

“McCoy to bridge. Mr. Spock, would you report to the sickbay when you have a free ainute?" 

As McCoy expected, Spock arrived at Sickbay in less than a minute, "It’s all right, Spock," the doctor said, 
his elation almost wiping the marks of exhaustion from his face. “There’s no permanent damage. He’s going to make 
it." 

"May | see hia?" 

McCoy nodded. “But only for a @inute. He’s not very strong. He’s been through an awful lot.* 

Kirk lay quiet, medication still being pressured into his ara, His eyes were closed, ringed by dark circles 
of suffering and exhaustion, The aarks of his recent injuries stood out :n sharp relief on his pale body. McCoy 
had not had time to repair the scars, Kirk appeared to be terribly thin. Spock would not have believed cne could 
tose so auch weight over a small nuaber of days. 

As he stood there, Kirk opened his eyes. A tiny smile touched his face as he saw Spock standing there. 
"Hello." The word was a dry croak, but it felt like a bear hug to the emotionally drained Vulcan. 

“McCoy Says you are going to aake a complete recovery, Jin." 

"Us? 

Spock aoved forward untii he was standing beside the bed, then put his hand on Kirk’s shoulder, needing to 
touch hia, to be certain he really was here, that it wasn’t an illusion caused by So many stress-filled hours, "We 
are on course for Ridan, Captain. We have been ordered to take an unscheduled R&R..." 

"That’s enough, Spock,® said McCoy, who had walked up behind hia, “The captain needs some sleep," 

Reluctantly, Spock withdrew his hand. “I shall be back, Jia,” 

Kirk modded slightly. Their eyes met for a moment, then Spock turned and left. McCoy busied hiaself with the 
scanner, making sure that Kirk was continuing on his agonizingly slow road to recovery. 

"T’a glad I let his see you, Jia, He was going to come apart at the seaas if I didn’t.® 

Again Kirk smiled slightly, though he didn’t have the strength to answer, McCoy pulled the ther@al sheet up 
higher and then stood back. 

"I recommend you get some sleep, Captain. [| intend to do the same. In fact, I may sleep for a week!" Then he 
chuckled. “Well, half an hour, anyway, then I’1] be back to check on you.” He headed for the door but was stopped 
by a quiet, strained voice. 

"Bones... thanks. ° 

He turned back to Kirk for a moment, the emotion on his face an open testimony to the strain of the past few 
days, “Welcome back, Jia.” * 


It was ten days before McCoy decided to let Kirk out of Sickbay. He had made a steady recovery, and his 
growing restlessness told McCoy he was returning to noraal,. 

“Mey, Jim, how about a fishing trip?" Kirk looked at McCoy with amusement as he pushed away his breakfast 
tray. 
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"Anything sounds good after being stuck in here," said Kirk with a grin. He looked at McCoy more closely, 
"Bones, you’re not kidding, are you?" 

"Heck no! How often do we get an unscheduled R&R? You need to lie in the sun and sleep, I need to lie in 
the sun and sleep, and Spock needs to..." 

“IT assure you, Doctor, that type of occupation is the farthest thing fro ny nind.* 

McCoy ignored the fact that Spock had quietly entered the sickbay. “...needs to get off this ship and forget 
about responsibility and being logical for a while," 

Kirk grinned at the insulted look on Spock’s face. "All right, Bones, As ay doctor, you can order ae on 
vacation,” his smile widened, “and as Spock’s commanding officer, I can order hia to take rest leave.“ He turned 
back to McCoy. “You, Doctor, I aa sure, need no proapting?® 

"None whatsoever, sir," McCoy answered with a grin, 


"They’ve got to be kidding!* 

Spock’s eyebrow rose slightly at Kirk’s outburst, but he sade no comment. He was reasonably sure that the 
orders the Enterprise had just received were no joke. 

"A starship - this starship - just to ferry Admiral Komack to Starbase Ten?" 

"Affirmative, Captain.® 

"Someday, Spock...someday I am going to take the offer of flag rank just sol can get back at this...at 
this..." He stopped, at a loss for words to describe Komack. 

"Jia, this order necessitates a siaple run from Starbase Nine to Starbase Ten. Those orders do not require the 
presence of the commanding officer. I aa sure this need not interrupt your planned vacation." 

A momentary look of surprise crossed Kirk’s face. “I guess it doesn’t, does it?" He thought about the eatter 
for a few seconds, then looked pointedly at Spock. “Nor does it require the presence of a First Officer or a Chief 
Medical Officer.” 

"Jim, I don’t think Admiral Komack would appreciate 1t if all three of us were absent,” 

Kirk grinned. “No, he wouldn’t, would he?” He reached across his desk and pressed the intercom. "Mr. Scott, 
please report to my quarters inmediately." * 


"Hey, sleepyhead, if you’re going to spend all day snoring, get that skinny, scarred carcass outside where it 
can get some sun,” 

Kirk groaned and pulled the pillow over his head, McCoy studied the situation a minute, then took hold cf the 
bottom sheet on Kirk’s bed and unceremoniously dumped hia onto the floor. 

"Hey, whataya think you’re doing?” 

"Getting ay commanding officer out of bed. Go on, brush your teeth, don’t bother shaving, and [711 have a hot 
meal ready for you out on the dock.° 

"l’d rather have coffee.” 

"Sorry." 

Kirk threw his piliow at McCoy’s retreating figure, then grabbed his bathing suit and headed for the washrooa. 
Ten minutes later he appeared on the dock, where McCoy was sitting and eating a sandwich. 

"That’s a strange looking breakfast, Bones." 

"It’s lunch," said McCoy shortly, pushing a large plate of food over to Kirk, 

Kirk ate a couple of aouthfuls and aade a face, “When you say you’re going to heat something up, you don’t kid 
around." He put the fork down. “Think I’1] go for a swia." ae 

"Don’t get too far out." 

“Yes, Mommy," Kirk said with a grin. 

While Kirk was Swimming, Spock appeared carrying a tricorder. “Don’t you evar get tired of working, Spock?" 
McCoy asked, his eyebrows on the rise. 

"Twas not ’working’, Doctor. I was serely cataloging...“ 

"Spare ae the details, please." McCoy noticed Spock looking at the food that Kirk had left alaost untouched, 
The dark eyes held an unspoken question. 

"I don’t know, Spock, He hasn’t complained, but there’s definitely something wrong. He’s been getting head- 
aches..." 

“That in itself is not unusual.” 

“No, but what he noreally gets are stress headaches. They come with the job. He’s under no stress here. And 
he hasn’t eaten enough in the last couple of days to keep body and soul together, He blames it on my cooking..." 
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McCoy gestured to the untouched seal. He hesitated for a moment, then continued. "Before | dumped hia out of bed 
this morning, I monitored his temperature. It was 38 degrees centigrade. 1 don’t like it." 

They were interrupted as Kirk arrived, dripping wet from his swim, He grabbed a towel and scrubbed hiaself 
dry, but McCoy’s experienced eyes Saw the intermittant shivers run through his body, 

"Jia...?" Kirk’s eyes met his, slightly too bright. "I’d like you to be honest." 

Kirk first tried to look puzzled, then gave up. “I think I’ve got the flu or something, Bones. It’s been 
going on the last couple of days. Nothing serious ~ | just feel rotten." 

"Okay, back to bed." 

"You won’t duap ae out again?" 

"Prosise.” 

Kirk slept the rest of the day, deeply and naturally. He looked as if he felt auch better when he woke up late 
in the evening, and he drank a aug of soup with no protest. By the time McCoy washed the dishes and came back to 
check on his patient, Kirk was asleep again. And his temperature was noraal. 


"Good morning, gentlemen." Both Spock and McCoy jumped a little at Kirk’s voice. They had been deliberately 
quiet so as not to disturb his sleep. 

"How are you feeling, Jia?" 

"Like a million credits, Bones. Guess that sleep was all I needed.” He met McCoy’s skeptical gaze. "Honest, 
J feel fine, Can I eat?" 

"I guess so. Sit down, [’1] make you something." 

When McCoy returned, Kirk and Spock were deep in discussion about something. He put down the waffles he had 
made with no comment. Kirk’s eyes widened in delight when he saw what McCoy had prepared for breakfast. 

"Honest to gosh waffles! Bones, | haven’t eaten any for years!" 

A fully satisfied Kirk finally pushed his @ug and dish away with a contented sigh. He turned to McCoy. “Spock 
is planning a trip up into the hills. Can I go?" 

McCoy sailed at Kirk’s enthusiasa, something that had been missing the past couple of days. “I’m surprised 
you’re asking sy persission,” he grouched, "but I don’t see why not, as long as I’m invited, too." 

Spock visibly hesitated before he answered, "It is merely to catalog geological data, Doctor," the Vulcan 
started to protest. 

“Fine. You do the cataloging, Jim and I will stroll along behind you." 

The day passed pleasantly. After a bit of initial needling, McCoy left Spock in peace to pursue his data 
collecting, while he and Kirk sinply enjoyed their surroundings. They got back late, and Spock treated thea to a 
thick vegetable stew, which even McCoy admitted he enjoyed. The three talked late into the night, sharing the easy 
rapport of old friends, 

But Kirk woke up the next sorning with a pounding headache, When he first sat up, he felt sick all over, but 
the feeling passed. As he was taking a shower, McCoy cage banging in. 

"The Enterprise requests our illustrious presence, Captain." 

Kirk turned the shower off and grabbed for a towel. "The Enterprise? wWhat’s going on?" 

“Don’t ask ae, l’monly a doctor. Spock’s already beaged up. I’ve packed and am here to help you. Scotty 
wouldn’t say auch, but apparently your presence is required rather urgently." His expression softened as he Saw 
Kirk’s gaze travel to the lake, then to the hills they had explored the day before. ‘Hey, we'll come back. There’s 
plenty of tiae for that." 

Kirk grinned ruefully. “Tell me about it, Bones. How often do we get to do something like this?" 

McCoy sobered. "Yeah, you’re right. Well, get dressed, and [’1) pack your things." : 

Within minutes, they were back aboard the Enterprise, Spock met them in the transporter rooa. “Priority 
message from Starfleet, Captain." 

Kirk groaned inwardly. His headache hadn’t subsided, and his stopach was starting to churn alaraingly. 
Obviously, he hadn’t yet kicked the flu bug. 

Starfleet’s orders were brief. A Baldesian ship, a aodified transport/cargo vessel carrying a valuable load of 
dilithiua to Fleet Storage Headquarters, had been having difficulties with both her crew and her engines. Her Huan 
commander had radioed for aid. He was unable to get the humanoid crew working together as a unit, and the fighting 
that had been sporadic was now threatening the transport of the dilithiua. The ship’s engine problems were also 
aore than the crewof the Dastan appeared capable of handling. The Enterprise was ordered to intercept the 
cargo ship, and Kirk was authorized to do whatever he considered necessary to get the ship to its destination. The 
dilithiua was critically needed at the huge Starfleet storage base. The bulk of the dilithiua for Starfleet’s ships 
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was kept there, and supplies were dangerously low. 

“How long before our rendezvous, Spock?" 

"Eleven hours, sir." 

Kirk nodded wearily, “You have the con then. 1’s going to the sickbay for a few ginutes.’ 

Worry shone out of the dark eyes that followed Kirk’s slow progress down the corridor. The captain seemed to 
be depressed, as well as sick. Spock couldn’t remember Kirk ever behaving in such a manner. His struggle with 
death had been fought and won almost a month ago. Could it have depleted hia this auch? 


"Bones, are you busy?" 

McCoy looked up at the sound of Kirk’s voice. “No, come in,” He watched as Kirk gingerly made his way to a 
chair. "You don’t look like you’re ready to run a four-minute aile." His gentle teasing didn’t raise a smile. 

"t feel like hell," Kirk said bluntly. "My head hurts, and | feel sick all over. There’s got to be a reason. 
I don’t get sick, Bones. Why can’t I shake this silly flu or whatever it is?” 

McCoy studied hia carefully. He couldn’t ever remeaber Kirk coming to hig complaining about feeling ill. Kirk 
was one of the healthiest people he knew, He had a knack for getting hiaself beaten to a pulp, but - aside from an 
occasional cold - McCoy couldn’t remember his ever being sick, And now Kirk had come to hia of his own volition. 
The fact that no one had dragged hie kicking and screaming into Sickbay bothered McCoy sore than anything. 

"Okay, Jim, strip off your shirt and let’s take a look at you." 

McCoy went over Kirk with a fine tooth comb and found that he had the same syaptoas that he had displayed 
several days earlier when they had been on their soon-to-be-interrupted vacation. But between those couple of days 
on the planet and now, Kirk had felt fine, had been back to his nor@al energetic self, and that didn’t follow any 
flu pattern McCoy had ever heard of, 

He finally put the computer readouts down on his desk and went back to the diagnostic bed where he had Jeft 
Kirk. He shook his head at Kirk’s questioning expression. “Nothing, Ji. You aust still be down from that ess a 
few weeks ago. Your tests don’t show anything concrete." 

Kirk slowly pushed hiaself upright, a slight frown on his face, but he didn’t question McCoy’s findings, “As 
long aS it’s nothing serious, | guess | can put up with it for a while longer.” He slid off the bed, then pulled 
his shirt back on, "Thanks, Bones," he added, a slight smile touching his face. 

"T would like you to take it easy, though...” 

"Sure. See you later." 

"Sure," McCoy said to himself. "I might as well talk toa blank wall.” He shrugged his shoulders and went 
back into his office. * 


Kirk listened to the plaintive wailing of the Dastan’s captain for almost five minutes before he blew his 
stack, He could be patience itself if he found aan in trouble, a man who was trying and needed help. But Stan 
Wilson was not such a man - he was an incompetent who tried to excuse hiaself by claiming he had a rebellious crew, 
Only a few times had Spock seen Kirk really lose his temper, and the Vulcan was once again impressed, Kirk left 
Wilson white-faced and silent. 

Spock followed hia to the small engine rooa of the freighter. Scott was there with a couple of his people, 
plus the engine crew of the Dastan, The latter were lounging against the wall, making no effort to help the techs 
from the Enterprise. Kirk noted that Scott was ignoring thea, so he did the sage. He listened silently as the 
Chief Engineer described the problems he had found, 

"It’s going to be difficult to get her going, sir," Scott said with a touch of pain in his Voice. ‘These wee 
bonnies have been neglected, and they’re suffering for it." 

Kirk hid a smile at Scott’s aggrieved tone. ‘The engineer probably wouldn’t have been half as upset if they had 
found the crew in the condition the engines were in. “Can you fix thea?" 

"f{ dinna know, sir. At least, I couldn’t say when she could stea@ under her own power.” 

Kirk frowned, They were uncoafortably close to Klingon territory. The cargo would be an awful temptation if 
the Klingons discovered what the ship was carrying, “Get to work, Scotty. We’ve got to get out of here as soon as 
possible,” 

"Aye, sir, Uh..." He eyed the sullen group of husanoids standing across the engine room. “Do [ press thea 
into service, or continue to ignore thea?" 

Kirk grinned. "I’1l leave that up to you. Just don’t provoke a mutiny." They both smiled, then Kirk turned 
and left, Spock close on his heels. 

Outside the room, Kirk paused, leaning against the wall, his hand pressed to his throbbing head. The pain cane 
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and went; at the moment it was pounding harder than ever and was starting to get hia down, Finally he let his hand 
drop and looked at Spock, "I think we’d better put a tractor beam on this ship, Spock, and get her to aore neutral 
territory so Scotty can have tise to work his miracles, [’11 stay on board here to keep ay eye on things. I want 
you to take Stan Wilson back to the Enterprise. If we can get him off this ship, maybe we can get the crew 
reorganized," 

"Captain, may I suggest that perhaps it would be wiser if I remained aboard..,?" 

Aausement lit Kirk’s face, Spock’s carefully worded question only served to underline the feelings behind it. 
"No, Mr. Spock, you may not." His face sobered, "It’s not that I don’t appreciate what you’re trying to do, but..." 
He hesitated, not knowing how to tell the Vulcan that cold logic was the last thing this crew needed to hear. But 
before he could continue, they were interrupted by a loudly Swearing Wilson, towing two security men in his wake, 

"Kirk, by all the universe, what do you mean by this nonsense of taking over ay ship? [f you think I’m just 
gonna stand by and let you do it..." 

Kirk’s eyes met Spock’s, ‘You have your orders, Commander." 

For an instant, Spock hesitated, Then he motioned to the security detail, who practically picked Wilson up and 
carried hia after the swiftly retreating figure of the Vulcan, 


"He’s where? You let his do what?" McCoy’s astonishment was only slightly greater than his anger. 

"de is aboard the Desten, Doctor, and I did not ‘let’ hia do anything, I returned to the Enterprise on his 
orders." The cold expression on Spock’s face told McCoy that the Vulcan disapproved of Kirk’s order as auch as the 
Huaan did, 

But they had no time ‘for brooding over it. Preparations were underway to lock a tractor bea@ on the freighter. 
Chekov was calculating course and speed necessary to get them away from the Klingon sphere of influence, 

"It’s a heavy freighter, Mr. Spock," said Sulu. "Warp one is about all the engines will be able to handle 
pulling that much weight for any length of tine, We night be able to goa little faster over a short distance, but 
we'd be pushing our luck...and the engines’ reserves. * 

"Agreed, Mr. Sulu. Keep monitoring engine stress and let ae know if there seeas tobe any possibility of 
trouble.” 


“Aye, sir,” * 


Kirk was sitting in Wilson’s cramped quarters when Spock contacted hia, He had just had an awkward session 
with the Dastan’s first officer. He had used every seans of persuasion he could think of to get the aan’ interested 
in being rescued, and had net a wall of apathy, Vargas had listened in total silence to Kirk’s ideas on what had to 
be done to get the ship gcing again, both the engines and the crew, When Kirk, in final desperation, had asked hia 
for his opinion, he had gotten a one word answer, 

"None, sir.” 

Kirk had stood silent, anger and astonishment fighting for first place. For a long sonent, he had looked at 
the impassive violet eyes of the humanoid, then he had finally nodded slightly and excused the aan. 

He had been sitting on the tiny, rock-hard bed since then, wishing the terrible pounding in his head would 
stop, and trying to think of some way to get through to these iaplacable humanoids, His com@unicatcr broke into his 
thoughts. 

“Kirk here.’ 

“Spock, Captain. We are ready to apply the tractor beam. Mr. Chekov has plotted the course necessary to get 
us away from this sector. Even then, it will take 47.135 hours,* 

"That’s a long time at a Slow speed, Spock." 

"Agreed, sir, but it is the best course available.° 

"All right. Give ne fifteen minutes, then have Chekov contact the Dastan’s navigator. I want those course 
coordinates known here aS well, just in case." 

Spock felt a prickling sensation run the length of his spine and briefly wondered about it. He did not believe 
in premonition. "Affirsative, Captain." He hesitated for a moment, and Kirk broke in before he had a chance to go 
on, 

"What’s the matter, Mr. Spock?" 

Spock frowned, He could never keep anything from Kirk, “Jim, McCoy wants to see you for a ainute - aboard the 
Enterprise.” 

“Not now," Kirk said crisply, "Maybe later, when things settle down abit over here." Spock’s silence told 
Kirk there was going to be an arguaent. “I’m all right, Spock, I’ve got a headache, but I’@ not going to conk out." 


73 


"’Conk out’, sir?® 

"Affirmative. Give that message to McCoy, will you?" 

"Yes, Captain." 

"Good. I’ll contact you again after we get underway. Kirk out." Kirk cut off comaunications before Spock had 
a chance to argue further. As he stood up, Kirk knew he had been less than truthful. He had a headache, but he 
also felt sick and dizzy. And unlike the previous recent attacks, this one hadn’t passed quickly. He reached for 
the intercom. "Captain to crew, I want everyone in the mess area in five minutes, and] mean everyone. No 
excuses. Kirk out.’ 

He was going to have to use iron authority. His talk with the first officer had shown hia that there was no 
use appealing to pride, loyalty, or duty. These were not Starfleet officers} they were merchant sailors who had 
suffered from bad leadership and were serving aboard an abused vessel. These people would see a side of James T, 
Kirk that not @any ever had the need to see. It wasn’t going to be pleasant for any of thea, 

They were all there when he walked in, even Scott and his two @en. Kirk nodded slightly as he passed thea, 
Scott saw the look on Kirk’s face and braced hiaself. 

Kirk surveyed the crew sitting in front of him, His eyes were cold and unblinking, and it was the huaanoids 
who broke eye contact first. When Kirk finally spoke, his voice was low and utterly devoid of feeling, which made 
what he said all the aore chilling. 

"Gentleaen, as of this moment, the Destan has been comfandeered by Starfleet. All of you know what that 
means." He paused, letting the enormity of the statement sink in. "From now until we get to the supply depot on 
Baldaa, J am in command, and you are under regulations set down by Starfleet. You are no longer independent - you 
are in Starfleet. You will be judged as if you were officers of the Fleet. All of you know what will happen if ay 
orders are not obeyed." 

Scott’s eyes roved over the angry and sullen crew, then back to Kirk. His captain could have been carved out 
of stone. He stood absolutely still, his face pale, still thin after his last battle with illness. Yet Scott knew 
there wasn’t a person in the room who would challenge his authority. Scott also knew that Kirk would far rather 
hold out a hand and meet someone halfway, but that if he was pushed, it was impossible to back him into a corner. 
And everyone in the room realized it. They had been warned, They would obey out of grudging fear, not loyalty - 
but they would obey. 

Kirk let the silence draw out until he saw some of the crew start to shift uncomfortably in their seats. Then 
he spoke again. "The Enterprise will activate a tractor beam in twenty micutes, so I want all hands to stations 
immediately." Again the cold hazel eyes sweat the room. “Dismissed.” 

They filed out silently, until cnly Scott was ieft. As Kirk met his sympathetic gaze, he smiled slightly. "J 
guess | was a little hard on them," 

Scott ssiled back. “Aye, sir, that you were. But I don’t imagine the engine crew will be leaning against the 
walls any longer." 

Kirk sighed quietly. "! don’t like to threaten people, Scotty. Sometines you have to lead thea through hell, 
and resentaent isn’t good for orale. Angry sen desert you...” His voice died away as he pressed his hand to his 
pounding head. 

"It’s only for a few days, sir...” Scott hesitated, not sure what to say and a little alarmed by Xirk’s action. 
It was rare for Kirk to be ill, and even rarer for him to showit. But before Scott had a chance to speak, Kirk had 
dropped his hand and straightened up. 

"You’re right, Scotty. Well, we’d better get to our respective repair stations. You heal those engines, and 
I’1] see what J can do with the crew,” 


“Aye, sir." * 


The Enterprise got the tractor bea@ locked on with no problem and started out under impulse power. She would 
. gradually increase thrust until finally reaching warp one, Uhura kept a channel open to Engineering so that any 
sign of trouble would be reported imaediately. Spock settled into the command chair and waited for Kirk to contact 
hia. 

At that aoaent, Kirk was just getting ready to leave the engineering section of the Dasten, Scott was  naking 
some headway with the engines, and work was progressing faster now that he had a full compliment of workers. They 
were not working willingly, but they were working. 

"l’ve got about one quarter impulse power, Captain," said Scott, wiping a smear of dirt fromhis face, then 
looking sorrowfully at the towel in his hands. “Heaven only knows when these poor darlings were last cleaned - if 
ever.” 
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Kirk smiled sympathetically, The engine room on board the Enterprise was always so clean you could eat of¢ 
the floor. “Well, as long aS we have sone sort of power, I feel alot better. Keep ae informed. [71] be in 
Wilson’s quarters making a report." 

Scott’s worried eyes followed Kirk as he left.Kirk’s face was flushed, and an occasional shiver had run through 
his body as he had stood talking. But the engineer knew better than to suggest that Kirk should take it easy, 

As the door slid shut behind hia, Kirk let his shoulders sag. There was no one to see hia here, and he could 
let hiaself go. Slowly he made his way across the small room and sat down, The bed was no softer now than it had 
been earlier, but he was too sick to care. He knew he should contact Spock, but he could do it just as easily in a 
few minutes. He felt an overwhelming need to lie down and close his eyes first. He pulled up the thick blanket 
that covered the end of the bunk and was asleep in seconds. 

He slept the sleep of the dead. The hours passed slowly, and still he did not wake. Scott peeked in on his 
once, having received a worried call from Spock, because Kirk had failed to contact hia, But he sade no effort to 
wake Kirk, merely checked to make sure the captain’s sleep was normal, and reported back to the Enterprise. McCoy 
recommended that he be allowed to sleep, so Scott went back to the engine room and the aountain of work that waited 
for hia. He was still there hours later when Kirk arrived looking fresh and rested, not at all like the sick man 
who had faced hia earlier. 

"How’s it coming, Scotty?* 

Scott first looked surprised, then pleased at Kirk’s appearance. “Iapulse engines are up to full capacity, 
sir, and we’re beginning on the warp engines now, though | doubt we can do auch with them. Oh, Mr. Spock called 
earlier...” 

"I know, I’ve had ay reprimand already. Have you had anything to eat recently?" 

"No, sir. 1 guess | got too involved here." 

"Come on, I’m starving." 

They were eating when Spock’s call came through. “We’ve just received a priority order from Starbase Six, 
Captain. Apparently there are soge ships in trouble in Sector 274. They misjudged an asteroid belt. All are 
heavily damaged and may have to be abandoned. We are ordered to render thea aid..." 

“What type of ships, Spock?* 

"Small interplanetary ones, sir. They lack the heavy shielding of long-range cruisers, There are a total of 
47 travelers.” He hesitated for a ainute, then continued. “We'll need to achieve maxisue warp, Captain. We'll 
have to cut the tractor bean and leave you here.’ 

Kirk smiled a little at Spock’s tone, knowing what the Vulcan would really like to say. "We'll be all right, 
Spock. We'll just putt along on iapulse power until you get back." He glanced over at Scott. "And you can stop 
worrying about me, Commander, !’ve just packed away a aeal that would have left McCoy green if he had seen ge eat 
it. I think that sleep I just had did the trick." 

Spock sounded unconvinced, but he had his orders and would obey thea. Kirk sailed to hiaself ashe put away 
his coamunicator, then stood and picked up his tray. "We’d better get back to work, Scotty. You keep the engines 
going, and I’11 worry about the crew," 

During the next few hours, Kirk showed why he was one of the aost respected commanders in Starfleet. The crew 
of the Dastan was working with saooth efficiency, and the freighter was slowly ccntinuing along the course that 
would eventually take thea to Baldaa. Kirk continued to rule the crew as he had in his first talk with thea, They 
Saw no hint of the officer who commanded the Enterprise. There was no hu@or, no small talk, no camaraderie, 
Kirk was the stern taskaaster who demanded that the crew give exactly what was expected, and they found themselves - 
however unwillingly - responding to that authority. 


The two Klingon cruisers were patrolling the outer edges of their territory just as they had for the past 27 
samens. They had not run into any trouble, nor did they expect to do so. Occasionally a Federation ship would 
appear on their long-range sensors, but it always kept to its own territory and soon disappeared into its own space. 
The Klingons rarely challenged Federation ships, knowing the Enterprise was the Starfleet cruiser assigned to this 
sector, No Klingon wanted to provoke a conflict with her captain, Jases Kirk. It was possible that the stories of 
his ability and his conquests were overplayed, but it was the rare Klingon commander who was ready to find out first 
hand. 

"Commander, sensors show a Federation freighter..." The man hesitated for a minute, rechecking the readings. 
"It is moving at impulse speed..." He kept his eyes glued to his aonitor. "They are moving steadily at iapulse 
speed, bearing 117 mark 6..." He fiddled with his instruments for a moment. ‘The Starfleet Storage Headquarters on 
Baldam is on that heading.” 
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By this time the commander of the lead Klingon vessel, Kendat, was standing by his science officer’s side. 
"Baldan? It would take a freighter years to get there at iapulse speed. Scan her, Keel." 

The other Klingon soved some dials and examined the readings. "It is a Baldesian freighter...manned, I count 
21 life-readings...4 of them Human." 

The commander’s eyebrows rose. "Humans on a Baldesian freighter? That is unusual. Can you tell what cargo 
they are carrying, if any?" 

Again the dials turned. The silence drew out. Finally Keel looked up in disbelief. “Dilithiua. * 

For a moment no one on the bridge of the Klingon cruiser moved. A large freighter full of dilithium - the 
iaplications boggled the aind' Finally Kendat returned to his command chair and contacted the other Klingon ship. 
They both case to a halt and began a slow and compete scan of the entire area. The freighter continued on its 
course, never once showing any sign of switching to warp speed, 

"Nothing, Commander. The long-range scanners show it to be the only ship in the area.” 

Kendat drumaed his fingers on the console. It would be a grave risk to enter Federation territory, but a 
freighter full of dilithiua was too auch of a temptation. He stood staring at the star pattern on the viewscreen, a 
plan slowly forming in his mind. “Keel, if something has damaged their warp drive, could they break free from a 
tractor beam?" 

The science officer thought about it for a moment. “J doubt it. Freighters are made for durability, not 
power." 

Kendat nodded slowly. “Then keep your sensors and scanners clear. Keep monitoring the area and let me know 
the instant any ship other than that freighter appears. J a@ beaging over to the duatral for a short tiae.* 


"Two Klingon cruisers approaching at warp six, Captain. They’re on an intercept course and are signalling us." 
Vargas’s voice sounded almost bored as he relayed his information. 

Kirk was out of his chair in an instant. “Klingons? When did you first pick up their readings?" 

"Half hour ago. Didn’t think auch of it. They often shadow us as we cross that open stretch bordering their 
territory." 

Kirk’s mind was working furiously as he contacted Engineering, Even though he knew evasive action was useless, 
habit made his turn to a man he had turned to so often before. 

"Hell, where did they cone froa?” was Scott’s first reaction. "There’s nothing we can do froa here, sir. We’re 
pounding along at full speed as it is. Do you want ae to come up?" 

"Negative, Scotty, but keep your wits about you. Maybe we can bluff our way out of this one.’ 

"We’ve done it before, sir,” Scott replied calmly. Kirk agreed, but silently recalled that he had had the 
Enterprise at full strength backing hia then. Suddenly he reaembered Elaan., Maybe... 

Unaraed, there was no way the Dastan could fight. Kirk gave the order to proceed and ignore the incoming 
signal fron the Klingons. For the first time, the bridge crew visibly hesitated, and Kirk had to use the full 
weight of his authority. !f anything, the looks he received were nore sullen than before. Twice pore the atteapted 
communications went unanswered, then the freighter shuddered to a stop 

"Tractor beaa, Captain," Vargas reported. 

All eyes turned to Kirk, silently accusing, silently questioning. Giving himself a moment to think, Kirk 
contacted engineering and had Scott switch off the engines before his repair efforts were undone. But he couldn’t 
keep postponing the inevitable. 

"Open a channel to the Klingons, Ja," he said to the communications technician, 

The star pattern on the viewscreen blurred, then disappeared to be replaced by the inquiring face of Kendat. 
Kirk didn’t give him a chance to say a word. 

"This is Captain James T. Kirk of the #.8.S. Enterprise, Explain why you are deliberately interfering = with 
a vessel on Starfleet business'® 

"Captain...2" Kendat’s face and voice showed his surprise and confusion. 

"You heard ae, Comaander. Release this ship iamediately! You are trespassing on Federation territory. You 
know the consequences of such an action.” 

Surprised though he had been, Kendat recovered quickly. “Captain Kirk, this is indeed an honor. We had not 
expected to meet you here, although we did know the Enterprise was in this quadrant. However, not in this sector, 
it appears..." 

"Don’t count on it." 

Kendat hesitated. Something in the assured manner of the Human made hia wonder if he had missed something 
obvious. Suddenly he was nervous. “In that case, Captain," he said, disguising his uneasiness, “we shall take you 
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and your ship to more peaceful space. I know we shall have no argument. Once there, we shail decide what to do with 
you." 

"You are risking a great deal, Coamander." 

"Perhaps, Captain, but then, perhaps not. Until later..." The viewscreen blurred again, then the familiar 
star pattern firmed into place. A slight vibration ran through the ship. Vargas glanced at the computer readings, 
then turned to Kirk, his anger and hate undisqguised, 

"We’re moving, Captain." Taja, the navigator, confirmed that they were heading straight for Klingon space. 

“How long before we reach the border?" asked Kirk, fully aware that Vargas’s hate was shared by everyone on the 
bridge. 

"Thirty-seven minutes," Vargas replied. 

Kirk headed for the turbolift, ‘Vargas, you have the con. I’1] be in Engineering." 


"T say we give the Klingons what they want,” Vargas urged in a heated voice, The crew was gathered; the word 
had gone out as soon as Kirk left for engineering. "Why give our lives? We’re not fighters. What do we care who 
gets this dilithiue?® 

Taja shook his head. "You heard what he told us. He commandeered this ship. We'll have Starfleet on our 
necks..." 

"Not if they don’t know what happened, Look, the Klingons want Kirk as auch as they want this cargo. We'll 
give thea both. With Kirk out of the way, how will Starfleet know what happened?" 

“What about that engineer?" said Ja. "Kirk’s always running to hia. 

"We get hia out of the way, too.” Vargas turned to Sta, the engineering assistant, a huge, burly man, "I’]1 
leave that up to you. Put that Scott fellow and his two aen out of commission. I don’t care how you do it. I'll 
take care of Kirk. Now, get back to your stations before they suspect anything." 


Kirk was leaving Engineering as Sta and his men entered. He nodded at them absently, his @ind obviously 
else-where. Sta smiled to hiaself, Preoccupied as he was, Kirk would be unprepared for the welcome awaiting hia on 
the bridge. Then he heard Scott call hia and moved quietly forward to coaplete his own orders, 

As the turbolift doors opened, Kirk was surprised to see the image cf Kendat on the viewscreen. He stepped 
forward, his mouth opening to ask what was going on. Almost at the sane instant, he saw the phaser in Vargas’s 
hand. 

"What the,..?” His voice broke off as he was hit with heavy stun and slammed back against the closed doors of 
the turbolift. He felt hisself crumpling to the floor, his body momentarily nunb from the shock it had received, 
He saw Vargas turn to the viewscreen. 

"The ship’s cargo and Captain Kirk are now yours, Commander. We have your word that the ship will be left to 
us?” 

Kendat nodded. "The exchange is more than fair. My sen will board shortly to supervise the transfer of the 
cargo, and J shall come for Captain Kirk ayself...” 

Kirk felt blackness start to overwhelm hia. His mind cried out for Spock as the shock of the phaser stun 
finally took full effect. Then he knew nothing. * 


Kirk was lying face down on the floor, his hands tightly tied behind him, his ankles siailarly bound. His body 
ached from the phaser stun. He wondered how long he had been unconscious and where he was. Slowly he rolled over 
onto his side, then pushed hiaself up onto one elbow and looked around. The shimmer of the force field showed hia 
that wherever he was, he was trapped. He crawled over to a wall and gratefully leaned back against it. He sat 
quietly and took stock of his position. Whichever way he looked at it, he was in a hell of a aess. His only hope 
was that the Klingons hadn’t destroyed the Dastan and that somehow Scotty had survived, But he wasn’t hopeful on 
either count. He had no idea how long it would be before the Enterprise returned from her aission and found the 
Dastan...or her regains. Even then, Spock would havea no idea what had happened, 

A slight buzzing sound caught his attention, and he looked up to see Kendat and two guards standing in the 
doorway. Kirk and the Klingon just stared at each other for a minute or so, then the Klingon sailed. 

"I see that Vargas did you no permanent damage.” Kirk’s eyes darkened, but he didn’t answer. Kendat waited a 
while, then realized that Kirk was going to remain silent. “J have heard auch of you, Kirk. You have quite a 
reputation among our Fleet..." Still there was no response from the Human. “You are a tactical commander. There 
is auch we can learn froa you about your Starfleet.” 

"It’s been tried before, Commander...unsuccessfully.” The voice was low and calm, and there was certainly no 
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fear in the steady gaze.Kendat found himself admiring the Human’s control. He was not sure he would behave as well 
were their positions reversed. 

“But before, you were not at Staldat. { think we shall learn the inforgation we seek.” He watched inpassively 
as Kirk pushed himself a little straighter against the wall. ‘Forgive these barbaric restraints, Captain,® he went 
on in a pleasant voice, “but I have heard of your ‘exploits’, shall we say. { want to know for certain just where 
you are, and in what condition. Another hour will bring us to Staldat, where you will be given more comfortabie 
surroundings. Until then..." He gave a slight bow and left with his escort, The shimmer fell into place as the 
force field was reactivated. 

Kirk slumped wearily. The headache and nausea were back, and he knew the effect of the phaser stun couldn’t 
completely account for the way he feit. He wondered again what was wrong with him. He was going to have to have 
his wits about him, and being sick wasn’t going to help. He felt an uncharacteristic depression welling up. He 
couldn’t hold out, couldn’t... sk 


Four hours later found Kirk standing shackled, dressed in a loose-fitting gray garment. He had just undergone 
a bruising body search that had left hia weak and trembling. His head was pounding harder than ever, and he 
suspected that if he had eaten anything recently, he would have lost it. The iron digging into his ankles and 
wrists made any movement uncosfortable. But at the moment he was standing still, held in the grip of two Klingon 
jailers, confronted by Koth, chief interrogator of Staldat, the aost feared of Klingon political prisons. 

"So, Captain James T. Kirk,* said Koth. “Many tines I have wished to meet you face to face. I have heard auch 
of you, and always spoken with respect. Kor and Kang, two of our aost illustrious military commanders, have found 
you a worthy opponent. I -hope I, too, shall see that side of you. Unfortunately, ay occupation is not like theirs, 
or yours, to lead and to conquer. Mine is to seek out, to discover what is in a man’s mind,..what is in your 
mind, Captain." 

Stony silence met hia and, like Kendat, Koth was iapressed by Kirk’s outward lack of fear. He smiled to 
higself. He would not use the mindsifter on this one, not yet. First he would see if this aan could be broken. If 
all else failed, the mindsifter was aiways there. * 


Kirk had lost count of the hours he had been in the chair, The questions seat at him and at hia. He had given 
his nase, nothing more. He ignored the threats af what was to cone, He de:iterately did mot listen to Xoth or to 
the man who occasionally relieved the Klingon interrcgatcr, He was finding it cifficuit to stay awake, Sut if he 
trifted, icy cold water wourd Ait him in the face, Now he was soaking wet, but still the Klingons had gained 
nothing. 

Finally, he was takes <o a sali, dar’ cali, wrere Ais shackles were taken off and he was left alone. 
Exhausted, he curled up in a tight ball to ward off the cold, then fell asleep. 

it was still dark when “e@ woke, A slit of light wader the door showed that fod and water nad been shoved in 
whiie he slept. He got up st:ffly and went over ta get it, Sniffing at the food, he decided he could forego it for a 
while and instead sipped the water experimentally. It tasted bitter but seened al! right, so he hada drink, He 
sat down again on the dank straw piled in the corner and obviously neant for a Sed. xe wondered at the primitive 
cell and other trappings. He knew sany interrogation methods that would lead to success sore quickly than this one. 
He could only surmise that Koth wanted to toy with hia as a cat would with a mouse. Well, it wouldn’t work. Spock 
had hit on that truth with the Romulan commander. James “irk was not easy ts Oreak, or hacn’t been up to this 
point. But now he wasn’t sure just how auch he could take, feeling as sick as he did. ‘ 

Suddenly a terribly cold feeling ran through him, and he could feel himself start to shake like a leat. He 
folded his arms tightly and rolled over onto his side, his knees drawn high and his teeth clasped together in a 
futile effort to keep thea frog chattering. He could feel a cold sweat start all over his body. 

“Namn,* he said fiercely under his breath, "they d-d-drugged that water’ What a fool | w-w-was to d-d-drink 
it." He doubled up again with violent cramps, worse than those he’d experienced in Sickbay. 42 cried out as the 
pain swept through his body, writhing sn the floor as the cramping got worse. Soon his clothes were soaked with 
sweat. Yis body trembled from cold chiils as fever gripped hia. The tremors gained in strength, until he was aware 
cf nothing but his pain. * 


The Enterprise had made her destination in record tiae. ‘They had arrived in time to sescue all eadangered 
passengers, though the three ships invoived were beyond salvaging. Within minutes all 47 people were safely aboard 
the Enterprise, and she was quickly making her way out of the asteroid belt. For several hsurs McCoy anc his 
staff were kept busy checking the survivors, treating an injury here, a case of hysteria there. 
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McCoy shook his head wearily as he entered his office. He had served with trained Starfleet personnel for so 
long that he had forgotten how civilians could react to the unexpected. A couple of times he’d had to count to ten 
in order to deal with what had eventually amounted to nothing. 

He had just poured himself a much-needed cup of coffee when Spock walked in. The Vulcan noted the coffee with 
a raised eyebrow. It was not what McCoy usually drank. McCoy sailed wearily. ‘Believe me, Spock, I would love to 
have a brandy right now, but [’ve got a sickbay full of potential aalpractice suits that I don’t want and can’t 
afford.” He took a large swallow of coffee while Spock’s eyebrow rose even higher. 

"I suspected you joined Starfleet for a reason, Doctor. Until now, ! did not realize it was because you were 
assured a safe, Captive audience.” 

“Very funny,” McCoy said without agusement. “What brings you here, anyway?" 

"A cargo ship is to rendezvous with us in approximately one hour. We are going to transfer these people along 
with Captain Wilson. The freighter will take them to Starbase Six. | need to forward a report of their condition, 
and need to know whether there are any you deen unable to leave starship facilities." 

A smile crossed McCoy’s face while Spock talked, He hadn’t dreamed he would get rid of these people so soon. 
"They’re all fit to leave, Spock, and the sooner the better!” 

“Agreed, Doctor. Mr. Chekov has already plotted our course back to the Dastan." 

“Sood. I wonder how poor Jia is holding out against that cheerful bunch." 


"I think he is coping around, Koth." The young Ktingon doctor stepped back from Kirk’s bedside. The Human had 
been stripped of his meager clothing and now lay covered by a thin blanket. He was no longer in the cell, but had 
been taken to a laboratory which doubled as a sedvac when one was necessary, 

Kirk’s eyes Slowly opened, and just as slowly he took stock of his new situation. Koth watched him carefully. 
None of then knew what had caused Kirk’s viosent illness. Somehow he had to get the Hugan to tell hia, 

"You are in our medvac, Kirk. Your seizure has passed." As before, nothing in the Husan’s face gave away any 
knowledge. "You had us concerned..." 

Kirk nodded, a slightly amused look on his face. “Underestiaated your dosage, I gather." 

Koth looked at the doctor, neither understanding ‘what Kirk was talking about. “Can you sit up?" the doctor 
asked. 

Kirk hesitated, then pushad himself into a sitting position, surprised *o find that he felt reasonably soraal. 
He puiied the bianket around himself, then swung onto the floor, feeling better that he could face Koth gan to man 
"T trust you learned nothing,” he said drily, hoping to find out what had hagzened, 

Koth shook his head. “In the past hours, you had some mild convulsions and said some rather uncompliaentary 
things about us...” He paused ‘cr a mosent, but Kirk did not seea surprised by what te had said. “Perhaps this is 
a normal function?” He had nothing to lose if he asked straight out. 

"Perhaps," said Kirk. Mayse that was the normal reaction to whatever they had given hin. How the heli was ne 
supposed to know? 

Koth found himself growing a little irritated. ‘You will retain here under restraints, Kirk. If you regain 
healthy, I shail resume the questioning." xk 


Kirk felt like a laboratory specinen. Fhe young doctor seemed unfamiliar with ‘he Hunan species and was naking 
up for lost time. He pricked and poked and prodded Kirk from every conceivatle angle, ‘The security restraints that 
held Kirk were far strcrjer than those used in the Enterprise sickbay, and - although he tried hard ~ he couldn’t 
break free, sad 

"Please," the doctor said, ‘do not struggle so. You will hurt yourself,” 

"As if you would care," Kirk responded bitterly. “Since you came so close tc killing se, | doubt if a few 
bruises would bother your conscience," 

“*Killing you’? Excuse me, I do not speak your language well, but no one has tried to kil! you.’ 

"No?" Kirk studied the doctor, not believing his claim. 

“IT would like to know more about you. You were very sick, and I was not sure how to treat you. if I were sore 
fagiliar with your physiology, perhaps you sight not have suffered so much.” He poured cut sone iiguid and offerec 
it to Kirk. “However, you are in great need of sleep. I think this will help you rest.” Kirk tried to resist, Sui 
the doctor knew what he was doing, and soor the sweet-tasting liquid was gone. The doctor shook out another bl anxet 
and carefully placed a pillow under Kirk’s head. ‘Sleep now,” he instructed quietly, "you will need your strength." 

Kirk was already feeling lightheaded, but he was alert enough to be surprised by the Klingon’s actions. what 
was this doctor up to? But sleep overtook him before he had a chance to ponder the question. 
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Twenty-four hours passed, and Kirk’s health remained normal, Finally Koth sent for him. The Klingon interro- 
gator had to start getting sore information, one way or another. 

Kirk was strapped into a metal chair. Again he was clothed in the shapeless gray garaent, but ‘his tine sis 
feet were bare, shackled to aetal floor-plates, Koth carried a rod in his hand, and Kirk’s eyes followec :t while 
the Klingon talked, He had a feeling he wouldn’t ‘ike what was going to happen, 

"All right, Kirk, what was wrong with you yesterday?® 

Kirk smiled alittle grimly, “Why don’t you tell ae?" 

The rod was extended to Kirk’s chest, and he felt a jolting prick of pain, "“That’s only a start, Kirk. it's 
going to get much worse unless you tell se." 


"No, a 
He felt as if he had been punched in the stomach and briefly wondered why he was being so stubborn when he 
didn’t even know the answer to the Klingon’s question, 


The Enterprise met the Dastan still limping along at igpulse speed. She had ade surprisingly little 
progress in the two days since the Enterprise had left her. Spock «as even more surprised when it was Vargas who 
finally answered the Enterprise’s call. Spock could aake little sense out cf what he said and finally gave up 
beaaing over to the Dastan with some security men, 

McCoy never found out what happened then. Ten minutes later, Spock ordered hia to transport over to the 
Dastan with a medical team, Upon arriving, McCoy found two Enterprise engineering assistants dead, and Scott 
on the verge of death. Spock was nowhere to be seen, and there was no sign of Kirk, 

"We’ve got to get hia to sickbay,* said McCoy as he injected stimulants into Scott’s ara to counter the shock 
of transporting him. “Where are Spock and the captain?" 

“Mr. Spock took Vargas in there,’ one of the security gen said. "He left orders that they were sot to be 
disturbed. we haven’t seen any sign of the captain,” 

Cold fear gripped McCoy’s heart as he waited to transport back tothe Enterprise. Where was Jim? What on 
earth had happened here while they were gone? * 


He was still strapped in the chair when he woke, He felt as if he had een deaten to a pulp but knew he hadn't 
teen touched, Whatever that rod was, it certainiy left its mark. 

The room was eapty. Kirk twisted around, but 10 cne was there, not eve~ a guard by the door. The shackies had 
been unlocked and his legs were free. He wrenched his upper tedy violently against the straps and grad.aliy worked 
his wav free fram the cha:r. ut the door was locked, and even pitting his entire remaining strength against it did 
to good, He was proting the sam, Looking for some other means of escape, when cold chills again swept over hia. 

"Sod, no," he soaned quietly, falling to his <nees, “Please, 0..." 

This attack was worse than the last. He fought it as long as he could, then gave in. Shadowy figures drifted 
in and out of his delirium} some seemed familiar, others ne did not know, Qnce he thought Spock was there and that 
he had been rescued fron this nightmare, Gut the vision faded away to be replaced by the iages of strangers. He 
heard people talking and asking questions, but he didn’t know the answers, Then something coo, was Seing smoothed 
over his body. His head was lifted and he was given something to drink before everything went black, 


The surgery had taken four hours, but Scott had made it. His head injuries tad been extensive, and there had 
been a lot of pressure on his brain ~ pressure that might have caused permanent damage had it gone on much longer. 
As McCoy checked the engineer’s vital signs again, he suddenly remembered another tise and place...and an angry 
Captain trying not to let his fondness for a san interfere with his ability to de that aan’s commanding officer, 
"What was it he called you then?" McCoy asked quietly, "A ’stiff-necked thistie-head’? Suess that’s what got you 
through this until hetp could arrive, Speaking of which, I think it’s high time I found out what’s going on, what’s 
happened to Jia...” He left the duty aurse sitting with Scott and headed off to find Spock. 

He located Spock in briefing roca six, talking to someone over the intercog. He stopped just inside the door 
and listened, slowly realizing that Spock was talking to Starfleet Command, 

"T am requesting that the nearest starship be assigned to take the Dastan in tow...” 

“For what reason, Commander? McCoy recognized the strident voice of Adairal Komack. 

"Admiral, the Dastan was coamissioned by Starfleet Com@and to deliver a cargo of much-needed dilithiun, The 
Klingons entered Federation space and took it by force. In ay opinion, to allow that action to go unchallenged 
would be to invite future encroacheents...° 
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McCoy’s jaw went slack. Spock was seriously discussing the theft of dilithium and completely ignoring the fact 
that Kirk was aissing! 

"You have a point, Commander," Kogack responded thoughtfully. "Do you feel there is a chance that you could 
retrieve that dilithiua?® 

"In ay opinion, there is a high probability, sir. |! would like permission to try." 

Komack drummed his fingers on the table. “! can’t give you any backup,” he said, "Starfleet cannot officially 
sanction a deliberate flight so deep into Klingon space..." 

"You need not do so, sir, We will do our best. If we are successful, the Klingons will have learned a 
lesson...” 

"And if you fail?" 

"We will not," Spock assured hia. 

By this time, McCoy was beet-red, his anger barely contained. Spock had glanced up at hia once and then had 
coapletely ignored hia. 

"All right, Commander, { will direct the Lexington to interrupt her requiar patrol and to rendezvous with 
you. Once she has taken command of the Dastan, the recovery mission is yours," 

“Thank you, sir," Spock acknowledged quietly. 

"Just make sure I can say the sage to you," Komack returned grialy. “Starfleet out.” Spock shut off the view- 
screen, then looked up at McCoy. 

"Dilithius! Buttering up Komack' Daan you, Spock, does Jim Kirk mean so little to you?" 

"I suggest that you get the injured sembers of the Dastan’s crew ready for transport, Doctor. They are now 
officially prisoners of Starfleet Command. You have approximately one hour..." 

“That doesn’t answer ay question, Spock. Why are you trying for that gold shirt that you keep swearing you 
don’t want? You aren’t even trying to find Jim! You’re sore concerned about sone blasted rocks!" 

"Doctor, Captain Kirk isn’t Admiral Komack’s favorite person, and although the Admiral does not seem to aind 
comaandeering the Enterprise for hiase:f, it is doubtful if he will allow us to do the same for the captain. I do 
not care what happens to the dilithiue. {! needed Starfieet’s permission to go into Klingon space so that we can get 
the captain...* 

"Set the captain’? { don’t understand..." 

“The crew of the Dastan <raded Captain Kirk and the dilithium to the “i:ngons in exchange for their lives. 
Now he’s being held at Staldat..." 

"The Klingons? They have him where?" McCoy locked at Srock in confusica. He had never heard of the place. 

"T know where he is, Doctor. And [ know how to get hia out...if he is still alive." 

McCoy flushed at Spock’s words. He had been a fool {o think that Kirk meant nothing to Spock. Once again he 
had juaped all over the Vuican and been totally wrong. "Spock," he said lanely, “I shouldn’t have..." 

"You have one hour to se ready," said Spock. He nodded shortiy anc left. 

Oh boy, thought McCoy as he headed for the sickbay, here we go again! 


He was in the medvac again, the young doctor hovering over him, pressing a hypospray against his ara. Kirk 
jerked away, again surprised to find that he ¢elt reasonably normal. The Klingon dropped the hypospray in surprise, 
caught off guard by Kirk’s return to consciousness. Too late, Kirk discovered he was free of restraints: they were 
back in place, and he was flanked by guards before he had a chance to react 

"[ will get Koth," said one. 

"why don’t both of you get out of my aedvac!" the doctor growled. ‘You’ve got him secured. | doubt if he can 
move the bed very far considering it’s bolted to the floor.” The guards looked at each other, then they doth left. 

Kirk didn’t bother struggling. He tried to remember what had happened, but only fuzzy fragments stood out in 
his wind, and none of them ade any sense. 

"How are you feeling?” the doctor asked, eyeing hia uncertainly, 

"How long was I out?" 

The young Klingon hesitated, not sure what Kirk had asked. "You were in the sickness for almost eight of your 
hours. After that, you slept for twenty more." 

"Twenty-eight hours,” said Kirk softly. “What are you trying to get from ne?" 

"’Get’? I do not understand.” 

"Look, we may be on different sides, but we beth know the value of drugs. They can cure, they can kil!, and 
they can make you talk.” 

"But we haven’t..." 
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“Haven’t you? You were there when | was sick. Why does Koth want ae weakened like this? Does your truth drug 
need all resistance broken in order to be effective?” 

"Kirk, we have given you drugs only to try to terminate the seizures you’ve been having. The sickness is your 
OWN" 

"You expect ae to believe that?" 

"I..." Before the doctor had a chance to answer, Koth walked in, followed by the guards. 

"He has recovered?" 

The young doctor nodded. "He appears to be fully recovered." 

Koth signaled the guards, who quickly undid the restraints and pulled Kirk roughly to his feet. This tiae they 
did not give him the skiapy clothing that he had been allowed earlier, but dragged his naked down the narrow 
corridor. He fought thea, reasonably sure that it would do no good, but also knowing that he had pushed Koth about 
as far as he was going to be pushed. That could mean only one thing} and he knew from Spock’s description of the 
Klingon mindsifter that he probably wouldn’t be able to fight it, at least not for long. 

It took four guards to get hia inside the rooa and into the chair. Kirk used all the dirty gutter fighting he 
had ever learned} he left two of the guards Sying on the floor. But there were just too many of thea. Eventually, 
he was firaly strapped into the chair, a tight band was pulled across his forehead, and wires were stretched from it 
to the machine behind. 

"[T will toy with you no longer, Kirk. J intend to have the information I seek," 

"Bo to hell," Kirk retorted savagely. 

He felt the probes start and deliberately blanked out everything but the incredible hate he felt for Koth. He 
bit his lip as the probes went deeper and the pain started. Blinding light flashed behind his closed eyes. He tried 
to move his head away, but it was strapped tight. The probes jolted deeper, then retreated. He relaxed for a soment, 
only to have the probes suddenly return, catching hia off guard. He cried out sharply as intense pain stabbed into 
his head. 

"Good," Koth said, scanning the readouts, "he’s starting to weaken." 

Kirk steeled himself. He wouldn’t slip again. He could be as Vulcan as Spock any day. He stiffened as the 
probes case again, and listened with satisfaction to the disappointment of his captors as the scans were read aloud 
He did not relax as the probes withdrew, but sat tensely waiting for the digging pain to return. His suscles began 
to tire from the tension of anticipation, and then he realized that Koth was talking to Someone who had just entered 
the room. Then the probes were unfastened and the straps undone. 

"Take him to his cell,” “oth ordered, "then report back here.” 

Kirk was in no condition to resist. The Klingons had to support hig as they sade their way back to the area 
where Kirk had first been held. He had no idea why they had stopped the torture, but he was reasonably sure the 
Klingons hadn’t learned much of what they’d wanted. They shoved hia down onto the hard floor, then left him in the 
dark. 

Kirk lay still for a while, waiting for his aind and body to recover a iittie fros the alien machine. Finaily 
he pushed himself to his feet and staggered over to the door. He pushed against it, knowing before he did that it 
was a useless attempt, but worth a try anyway. It was locked. Then he heard running footsteps and excited voices. 
He couldn’t make out what was being said, but the word Enterprise caught his ear. He froze, sudden impossible 
hope welling up where before there had been none. 

He carefully made his way back to the dirty straw and sat down, his mind whirling with questions. Could the 
Enterprise really be here? How could Spock possibly have known where to look? 

Abruptly, the now-familiar chilling-cold gripped his body. He forced hiaself to his knees, then staggered to 
his feet. He had to be ready for whatever case. He held onto the wall for a few seconds, then slowly collapsed. 
He fought to stay conscious as violent tremors shook his body. He knew he was crying from pain and frustration - he 
could feel the tears mingling with his sweat - but he kept fighting, He had to stay conscious’ 

Then as he lay clutching the straw, a sudden clear thought went through him, This was all a trick! The 
Enterprise wasn’t here - they had wanted hin to hear that, to think that the ship was here. It was part of the 
“treatment", He curled into a tighter ball and gave in to his aisery. The Klingon doctor had said this was his own 
Sickness. lf it was, he knew he coudn’t fight it any longer, and he didn’t know how iong he could fight the 
Klingons. For the first time he felt truly vulnerable, the first seeds of doubt taking root in his mind. He was 
alone, helpless and sick. How could he hold out against the entire Klingon empire? The cell around his blurred 
into shapeless images. Again shadowy figures floated in and out of his vision. Minutes seemed like hours as he lay 
in agony. He was not aware of a familiar golden shimmer that enveloped his body and silently took hia out of his 
private hell, 
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It was a bold, desperate plan that took the Enterprise and her crew deep into Klingon territory. The 
Klingons had entered Federation space and stolen valuable cargo - that was why Starfleet was taking action. But the 
Enterprise was going to rescue her captain. 

Spock had no idea if it would be possible toretrieve the stolen dilithiua, but it had to be possible to 
rescue Kirk. When Vargas had admitted that he had overheard Commander Kendat give an order to his navigator to set 
a course for Staldat, Spock had instantly come up with his desperate plan. He knew of Staldat - knew what was done 
there - and was reasonably sure that the Klingons would not kill Kirk right away. Kirk had information they desper- 
ately wanted} if Spock understood the Klingon mentality, they would draw out the satisfaction of having such a aan 
in their possession. 

The Enterprise entered Klingon territory at high warp speed. Staldat was not a Klingon com@and base, 6 
Spock did not expect many ships capable of high-speed pursuit over long distances to be orbiting it. Even so, the 
Enterprise would have only one brief chance to retrieve Kirk if he was actually being held there. They would have 
surprise on their side only momentarily. And if in that moment they failed to find Kirk, they would not have 
another chance. Spock knew he would be risking the destruction of the Enterprise if he tried to stay near  Staldat 
for any length of tise. However one looked at it, the entire idea was filled with risk. But it was the sort of 
risk everyone aboard the Enterprise was willing to take. 

Chekov was at the Scanners until they were within range of Staldat, then Spock took over. He knew he could 
move ore quickly than the young ensign. His mind would react faster to the proper readings. There would be only 
one Human. [f Kirk was alive, his readings would make him reasonably easy to find. If there was tise after that, 
Spock would scan for the dilithiue. 

McCoy was stationed in the transporter room. If they managed to find Kirk, there was every likelihood that he 
would be in bad shape. The Klingons had had hia long enough to meet up with his stubborn resistance. Spock was 
familiar enough with their methods to know that they wouldn’t waste a great deal of time on Kirk if he fought thee 
successfully. Spock also suspected that they would use the aindsifter, and he doubted if Kirk could hold out 
against it for long. 

The Enterprise did not Slow down as she approached Staldat. Sulu was perched on the edge of his seat as he 
aaneuvered the ship to within transporter range of the planet while still traveling at warp speed, The entire crew 
was braced for the sudden massive reverse of engines which would come if there was cause to use the transporter 
The tension was electric. Everyone was busy at his or her station; teaawork among the crew had never been better. 
All waited tensely for Spock’s comaand, hardly daring to hope. 

"T have located the captain. Reverse engines now'* Spock’s voice cut into the air like a knife, Kirk’s 
coordinates were sent through the open line to the transporter room. People clung to stationary objects as the ship 
dropped into sublight velocity. 

“We've got hia, bridge!" 

Instantly, Spock was scanning for dilithium, “Sulu,” he said, his eyes glued to the readout, ‘Seventeen 
degrees to port.” The big ship swung around as Spock quickly read out the new coordinates to the transporter rooa. 
Seconds ticked by like hours until an excited voice from the cargo bay acknowledged the successful transfer. 

Just as Spock started to give the order to get away, the Enterprise was rocked by a direct phaser hit. 
“Photon torpedoes, Mr. Chekov,” he said calaly, giving the target’s speed and trajectory. The torpedoes flew from 
the Enterprise, and the Klingon ship disintegrated. Spock then ordered maximua warp; the Enterprise headed back 
for Federation territory. 

"The Klingons are in pursuit,® Spock said, his eyes glued to the scanners. "However, we have the element of 
surprise on our side.® He moved to the command chair, giving the scanners back to Chekov. Sulu was flying an 
incredibly evasive course at top warp speed. One could only imagine the howl of protesting engines down in the 
lower levels. 

"Mr. Sulu, you will continue evasive g@aneuvers after we reach Federation space. I! doubt if the Klingons will 
let us go easily.” 

"Aye, sir.* 

Spock’s assessment proved correct. But the short lead the Enterprise had proved to be just enough of a 
margin. Fast as the Klingon short-range vessels were, they couldn’t quite get within firing range of the escaping 
starship. Finally the Enterprise flew deeper into Federation territory than the Klingons, even in their anger, 
were willing to go. 

"They’re breaking foraation, Mr. Spock. I think they’re turning back.* 

"Maintain warp eight, Mr. Sulu. I think it would be wise to get farther away from Klingon space before we 
assuage they have given up." 
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It was another hour before Spock felt it was safe to leave the bridge. As the turbolift descended toward 
sickbay, he found his courage failing hi. Short of the transporter chief’s terse aessage that they had retrieved 
Kirk, he had had no news. He had no idea what condition Kirk had been in, or even if he was still alive, 

McCoy had placed Kirk in the small isolation unit at the rear of the sickbay, The captain was wrapped in a 
water sheet, which Spock noted was adjusted to the coolest setting. Kirk would be still as death one moment, then 
wracked by huge tremors the next. McCoy was wiping Kirk’s face with a daap cloth. 

"What’s wrong?? 

McCoy didn’t look up. "I don’t know. He was delirious when we beamed hia up. Since then his temperature has 
peaked at 39.5 degrees centigrade, and he’s gone into convulsions several times. He doesn’t seem to recognize ae, 
and when he talks, he makes absolutely no sense." He wiped Kirk’s face again. “Damn those Klingons!" He paused to 
look at the panel readings. "His temperature is finally starting to drop...’ 

As the doctor spoke, Kirk was seized with violent cramps. He tore out of the sheet as he jerked his knees up 
to his chest. McCoy grabbed for hia but aissed. Instantly, Spock moved to Kirk’s side, wrapping his armas around 
hia to prevent hia from slipping off the bed, 

Kirk clung to his desperately. His eyes opened, glazed and pain-filled as they slowly focused on Spock, 
Disbelief registered, then Kirk’s body again started to shake. But his eyes didn’t leave Spock’s face, 

"Spock...?" The voice was soft and as full of disbelief as the eyes. “Are you here?® 

"Yes, Captain." Spock’s grip tightened as Kirk’s sweat-soaked body threatened to slip from his grasp. 

“Spock, bring his over here.” McCoy had placed a thick absorbent cover on another bed, and Spock lifted Kirk 
and carefully placed hia on it. McCoy wrapped additional blankets around Kirk as the man’s teeth started to chatter. 

"B-B-Bones, you’re here t-t-too?” 

"Yes, Jia," 

Kirk reached out a shaking hand and took hold of Spock’s arm. "“You’re r-r-real? I’ not h-h-hallucinating?® 

"You are on the Enterprise, Jim. We took you from the Klingons. You’re safe now." 

"The Enterprise...s-S-safe..." Kirk lay still for a moment, then another treaor shook his body. !t seemed 
to be gore than he could stand, for his eyes slowly closed and he drifted into unconsciousness. 

"Doctor...?" Spock’s voice betrayed the fear he felt. Kirk waS so sick, so obviously abused. 

McCoy was busy setting up an IV hypospray to replace the fluids Kirk was losing so quickly. “I have no idea. 
what they’ve done, Spock. I’ve had some tests run, and there don’t seem to be any unusual chemicals in his systea. 
He’s too weak to undergo such more at the moment." He finished what he was doing, then turned to Spock, "Would 
they have used the gindsi fter?” 

"Undoubtedly." 

"Would it cause this?" 

"Negative, Doctor. Used on a Human, it could destroy certain brain functions, but it would not cause a reac- 
tion like this.” 

“Well, until he comes around again and can tell us a little about what happened, | don’t dare give hin such 
treatment.” 

Spock gazed at the worried, exhausted dgoctor. "McCoy, may I suggest that this might be a good tine for you to 
get sone rest? You have been through the strain of Mr. Scott’s operation, as well as the captain’s ordeal. I will 
stay until you return." 

McCoy opened his mouth to protest, then thought better of it. He knew he needed sleep and should get it now 
before things fell apart again. “All right. But call oe if he regains consciousness." 

Spock nodded and sat down beside Kirk, The Human was wrapped in a cocoon of blankets. An occasional tremor 
still shook hia, but for the most part he slept undisturbed, the dark hollows around his eyes and his sunken cheeks 
mute testimony to the suffering he had endured, * 


McCoy quietly entered the sickbay, his eyes quickly taking in the sleeping Hunan. The blankets and pillows had 
been rearranged, and Kirk’s hair was dry and neatly combed. Spock was sunk deeply in his chair, his fingers 
steepled in front of his face. McCoy smiled to himself and went to the other unit to check on Scott, who also 
proved to be sleeping peacefully. He was intercepted by a young ensign as he came back out. 

"Excuse ae, Doctor, but Starfleet is demanding further clarification of Commander Spock’s last message. When I 
told him, he didn’t pay any attention. He didn’t even act like he knew I was there." 

"I’11 speak to hia, son. You can return to your duties." 

"Thank you, sir." 

Spock straightened up as McCoy returned to the small unit. The Vulcan’s expression told McCoy it wasn’t worth 
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starting the arguaent about who should leave and who should stay. Spock had no intention of leaving, 

"He’s been asleep since you left, Doctor. * 

McCoy nodded and looked at the panel readings. “His temperature’s normal. Everything else seeas to be warking 
properly..." 

Just then Kirk stirred. They both held their breath as he opened his eyes. They were not filled with pain as 
they had been earlier, but were clear and shining. Only the dark circles under them told of enormous suffering, 
They looked puzzled for a moment, then startled. Kirk started to sit up, but McCoy pushed him back down, 

"Not yet, Jia. Stay put.® 

Kirk gazed at hia, then at Spock, finally reaching out his hand and taking hold of the Vulcan’s ara, just as he 
had done hours earlier. 

"IT didn’t dreaa it." 

McCoy grinned. "You’re looking at the newest galactic pirate, Captain. He left enough angry Klingons behind 
to start an intergalactic war. Which reminds ne, Spock...Starfleet wants an update on your last report." He knew 
he had Spock backed into a corner. 

“Starfleet can wait, Doctor." 

"Spock," Kirk’s voice was stern, “what report?" 

Kirk listened in silence as Spock briefly related the events leading up to Kirk’s rescue. A tiny saile of 
amusement played around Kirk’s lips as he listened. It was a8 bold an act of sabotage as he had ever heard 
described. Spock had indeed learned something from his association with Humans. 

“Spock, { think you’d better talk with Starfleet. Rub it into Komack’s hide a little for ae, will you?" Their 
gazes held for a aoment, then Spock nodded slightly and left. 

"Now, Jim," McCoy said, adjusting the blankets, "let’s give you a really thorough going over. * 

An hour later McCoy stood back and studied Kirk. ‘How are you holding up?" 

Kirk glanced up at hia, ‘There’s a young Klingon doctor who would be proud to make your acquaintance." 

"What does that mean?" 

"I don’t think he’d ever seen a Human up close before. He pricked and poked and prodded almost as auch as you 
do during one of your physicals." 

"Thanks a lot," said McCoy sarcastically. Then his tone grew more thoughtful. "You liked hia, didn’t you?" 

Kirk’s expression reflected surprise, “What would give you that idea?" 

"You've told me about the treatment you received from Kendat and Koth. ‘There was very little in your voice but 
hate. That tone’s aissing when you talk about this an.” 

Kirk frowned thoughtfully, ‘I’m not sure I can say I liked hia. It’s obvious he did experinents with ge as 
the subject. Yet when I had a Sad reaction, he seemed genuinely concerned.” Kirk fell into a long silence. 

"Jim,* McCoy said, “I’ve gone over you thoroughly. I can’t find traces of any foreign chemical in your syste, 
There weren’t any signs of cne when you were beamed aboard, either." 

Kirk frowned again and asked sharply, “Are you sure?" 

McCoy nodded. “You’re weak, there are signs of some nuscle damage from the torture rod, bruises on your face 
from the mindsifter...but nothing to indicate that the seizures were cheaically induced." 

“Then the sickness is my own," Kirk said softly. 

“What?” 

Kirk drew a deep breath. ‘That’s what he - the Klingen doctor - said, after I had the second attack. I was in 
their medvac, just before they used the mindsifter. I asked hig why they needed me in such a weakened condition for 
the drug to work - the truth drug. He said they hadn’t used one.* 

"Are you sure they didn’t question you?" 

"T’a not sure of anything. J remeaber periods between the seizures. Koth was definitely asking questions 
then, but with all the drama that a bully normally uses. I can’t remember auch after the seizures started - soae 
shadowy figures and voices. But I don’t think they were asking anything, Even if they were, I wasn’t in any 
condition to give thea useful information.” 

“And you aren’t going to be in any condition to answer any gore questions here if I keep you out of bed auch 
longer," McCoy cautioned. Kirk was starting to look sore pale, if that was possible, and there was nothing to be 
gained in overtaxing hia. ‘Come on, you’re going back Oe and I’1] go over the rest of these test results. “ 


McCoy kept Kirk in Sickbay for two days, but he had no further recurrence of the strange illness. The  Enter- 
prise had received orders to divert to Starbase Six for Kirk’s debriefing. He was the first Federation prisoner 
known to have escaped from Staldat, and Starfleet was eager for information. He would also be allowed to press 
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charges against the officers of the Dastan. Kirk was Slowly regaining strength and showed no more signs of the 
mysterious illness that might or might not have been induced by the Klingons. 

And, aS usual whenever he felt healthy, Kirk was being absolutely impossible. In self defense, McCoy finally 
let Kirk out of the sickbay, making him promise that he would take it easy and stay off-duty. As soon as Kirk left 
Sickbay, McCoy contacted Spock. He knew he couldn’t trust Kirk to be on his own, and if Spock couldn’t contain the 
captain, no one could. 

With free time on his hands and the Enterprise quickly warping to Starbase Six, Kirk took the opportunity to 
wander through the ship, visiting departaents that his busy schedule usualty would not allow hia to visit, talking 
with crewneabers he only had a nodding acquaintance with. At first, Spock wondered why he was taking this tour 
Although Kirk claimed he felt all right, he still bore the signs of his intense suffering. He had lost weight and 
his face was thin and drawn, the dark circles under his eyes making thea look huge. But Spock observed crewaeabers’ 
reactions to Kirk’s presence, their obvious delight at seing hia standing alive and whole in front of thea, and then 
he understood. This was Kirk’s way of saying “thank you" to people who had willingly risked their lives to save 
his - a way of expressing gratitude that they would accept. 

Kirk was finishing his tour as the Enterprise slowed to sublight in its approach to the starbase. He and 
Spock were making their way to Kirk’s quarters; the captain was going to take a shower and get dressed to meet his 
superior officers. As Kirk pulled off his shirt, Spock again noticed the marks the Klingons’ abuse had left on his 
body. His gaze traveled up the thin body to Kirk’s face. 

“Jia, are you sure you are up to this debriefing?" 

Apusement shone out of Kirk’s eyes. “I’m fine, Spock, honest." He sat down to pull off his boots. ‘If you’re 
so worried about me, why don’t you come along? J’ sure Bones will be going, and I know you want to find out what 
happened.” Ke looked up at the Vulcan again. “I haven’t had much time to talk with you...to thank you." 

Spock dropped his gaze. How many tines before had they had cause for this same conversation? There was never 
any answer for either of them. He drew a deep breath. "I would like to accompany you, Captain..." 

Kirk sailed slightly at the words Spock left unspoken. “Good, that’s settled then. IJ’l] meet you in the 
transporter room in half an hour.” * 


But when Spock and McCoy met in the transporter room at the specified time, Kirk wasn’t there. Ten ainutes 
later he still hadn’t appeared, and there was no answer to Spock’s call. They aade a dash for Kirk’s quarters, fear 
foremost in both their minds. 

Kirk was lying half in and half out of the shower, the sonics still Seating on his legs, which were red and 
blistered. The teaperature control was set on maxinuas presumably, Kirk had bumped into it as he fell. He was 
shivering violently. He pulled away from Spock, who was trying to help hia up, and crawled to the far corner 
whimpering. Spock tried again, but Kirk warded hie off with surprising strength. McCoy tried to get to Kirk with a 
hypo, but the #an’s sudden kick landed the doctor flat on his back in the shower, the wind knocked out of hia, 

"Jim, don’t...” Spock ducked another kick and grabbed Kirk’s leg. Instantly he was sprawling on the floor. 
Kirk vaulted across hia and scraabled into the next room. Spock stuabled to his feet and ran to the desk, hitting 
the automatic lock just before Kirk made it to the door. Kirk hit it with a heavy thud and collapsed slowly to the 
floor. “cCoy came out of the head, having recovered his breath and his hypo. Kirk observed his approach with a 
look clase to panic on his face. He pressed his back against the door 

"No, I won’t talk. You can’t force ae!" 

McCoy looked at Spock, ‘“He’s hallucinating, he doesn’t know where he is." He slowly knelt down in front of 
Kirk, ‘Take it easy, Jim, nobody’s going to hurt y--" ScCoy’s voice broke off as Kirk’s leg. struck out and the 
doctor was once again hurled to the far side of the room. Daan, McCoy thought as he got stiffly to his feet, 
this 1s getting painful, 

Spock inched his way toward Kirk, The violent treabling of the Human’s body was grcwing worse. Spock tiaed 
his strike: when McCoy’s movement somentarily distracted Kirk, Spock’s fingers closed on the base of Kirk’s neck 
Then McCoy aoved to the intercoa and sent for a medical teaa. 


"My god, Spock," McCoy said, his voice grim, “he had to survive three of these attacks on his own!" Kirk was 
in the isolation unit, stripped and held in restraints, thick absorbent material under hia to soak up the sweat that 
streaned from his body. 

McCoy and Chapel were running tests, drawing blood, analyzing body chemistry. Spock stood in helpless silence, 
his heart aching for his friend, even though Kirk was in no condition to know what was happening. 

"His tenperature’s up again, Doctor," Chapel reported tersely. “Respiration and pulse rate becoming aore 
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rapid..." 

“Water sheet, quickly,” McCoy ordered, “niniaum teaperature setting. Monitor his brain wave activity carefully. 
If his temperature gets any higher, we’re in real trouble." 

Kirk’s delirium increased, showing him horrors only the aind could create. His screams filled the small roos 
until Spock had to turn away or risk losing control. He went to sit in McCoy’s office, but his acute hearing 
continued to inform him of Kirk’s agony 

McCoy saw Spock go and followed as soon as he could. He found Spock sitting with his eyes shut, his face drawn 
as though he were in physical pain. McCoy put his hand on Spock’s shoulder. 

"Can you do nothing for hia, Doctor?" 

Without words, McCoy knew that Spock was in contact with Kirk’s living horror. "We’ve done our best, Spock." 

"But he is so alone..." 

McCoy nodded as he sat down beside the Vulcan. “I know." 


The light hurt Kirk’s eyes as his consciousness returned. He was held fast, his aras and legs strapped tight, 
and was wrapped in a cocoon of blankets to keep him ware. The seizure had lasted almost six hours, He aoaned and 
tried unsuccessfully to aove his head away from the light. 

"Take it easy, Jia." McCoy’s familiar, reassuring voice came from the end of the bed, where he was changing 
the dressings on severe burns caused by the sonics of the shower. 

Kirk opened his eyes a little. He was in Sickbay. He felt the same exhaustion that had accompanied the end of 
the seizures he had had at Staldat. He tried to shift his position a bit, but McCoy’s hand on his thigh stopped 
hia. 

"Take it easy, you’re okay now." He moved to Kirk’s side. "You really gave us a scare." 

"What happened?” 

McCoy gave hia quick details of the fight in Kirk’s quarters, "We’ve got to pin this down, Jia. It’s doing 
your body no good to keep going through this. Now that you’re awake, 1’@ going to run some tests. If I unstrap 
you, promise you won’t try to take me on again?’ 

Kirk gave hia a weak grin, which McCoy returned before getting down to work. Kirk tried to stay awake and to 
answer McCoy’s aany questions, but he felt disoriented and finally started drifting in and out of consciousness 

Finally McCoy finished and allowed Kirk to fall into peaceful blackness, He took blood and tissue saaples to 
the lab and settled down to a long night’s work, Something was causing Kirk’s illness, something he had missed. He 
was determined not to miss it again. * 


Kirk slept for fourteen hours. McCoy talked to the debriefing board, and they agreed to give Kirk time to 
recover before questioning hia. Spock spent most of the day in his own debriefing, answering all questions 
concerning the Enterprise’s part in Kirk’s rescue and the recovery of the dilithiu@ cargo. Nowhe was finally 
where he had been aching to be all day: at Kirk’s side. 

Kirk woke slowly. At first he looked puzzled, tensing his body against the restraints. Then his face register- 
ed recognition. 

"It’s all right, Jim," Spock said to reassure hima, ‘"You’re on the Enterprise," 

Kirk looked around the small room, at the monitors and computers that were taking constant readings of his 
vital signs. "They seea determined to keep ae here," he said in a quiet voice. 

"It won’t be for long," said Spock as he got to his feet. “McCoy wanted to be notified when you woke up," he 
added, aoving to the intercoa. 

When McCoy arrived, his heart sank at the scared look on Kirk’s face, but he didn’t let his fear sound in his 
voice. “Hello. Glad you’re back." 

"More tests?" 

McCoy grinned. "You know how we medical folks are when we get hold of an interesting case, Jia-boy." 

Spock watched Kirk’s lack of response to McCoy’s joking. He wasn’t geeting this problem with his nornal fight, 
but was withdrawing into hiaself, 

"Bones," Kirk said in little more than a whisper, "I can’t go through it again." 

“Jig, you..." 

"It’s not just the seizures, it’s the uncertainty. I thought it was sogething the Klingons caused, but if it 
isn’t..." His face paled a little. ‘Bones...’ 

"Take it easy, Jia," McCoy admonished. Kirk didn’t seem to hear him. McCoy’s eyes darkened. He didn’t like 
this reaction. "Jim, you feel like hell now because you’re sorun down, What you need is more sleep. You’l] feel 
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better soon." 

"Sure," Kirk said without conviction, He was no longer looking at McCoy, but lay staring at the ceiling, 

Spock glanced at McCoy, who shrugged and shook his head. “Doctor, I shall stay..." 

"No, Spock," Kirk interrupted. “I’d rather be alone. The machines will make sure I don’t do anything I’ not 
supposed to do." He glanced at Spock, then at McCoy. “Please, I’d just like to be by myself.” Reluctantly Spock 
and McCoy left him alone, the machines surrounding him, clicking and whirring, impersonally recording every 
function of his mind and body. 

As the door to the isolation unit slid shut behind them, McCoy put his hand on Spock’s ara. “Come to ay office, 
Spock. We’ve got real trouble." 

Silent, Spock followed McCoy across the sickbay. When they were settled, McCoy continued. "I’ve found slight 
traces of a parasite in Jim’s blood, but it’s like nothing i’ve ever seen before. I’ve sent samples to Delta Nine. 
They’ve got the ost advanced research center in this part of the galaxy...* 

"It will take nearly a aonth to get an answer fron that distance,” said Spock, 

“I know, believe ae, I know. We need to go back over everything that’s happened to Jim recently. He aust have 
picked this up somewhere, but no one else has shown similar symptoms.” He turned to Spock. ‘If anyone can find 
something, you can." 

McCoy cleared his throat, and Spock studied his own folded hands, not meeting the doctor’s gaze. "There is 
something else?" 

"Yes." McCoy hesitated. “If this continues, if he has another seizure, we may have to relieve hia of 
comeand, * 

Spock’s head snapped up. ‘You realize what that would do to hin.’ 

McCoy nodded, “I hate to think about it. But Jim knows it could happen. He’s sick, Spock. Possibly for the 
first tiae in his life he’s got a chronic physical problem that has yet to be explained, and it’s threatening his 
psychologically. It could destroy his life without killing hia.’ 

Slowly Spock got to his feet. ‘There is an answer, Doctor. And I will find it.” 

“IT hope so, Spock. For his sake, I hope so." * 


Kirk had no further relapses. Finally McCoy allowed the Starfleet debriefing team to come aboard the Enter- 
prise. Such a coapromise was the most he was willing to permit. McCoy allowed Kirk to meet with the team in his 
own quarters, rather than keeping him in Sickbay, but only with the understanding that the doctor and Spock would 
also be present. 

The debriefing was exhaustive. As atrained Starfleet officer, Kirk was automatically observant of his 
surroundings, and he had missed little at Staldat. He talked without interruption, telling everything he had seen 
and all that had happened to hia. He gave the information in the fora of a military report. McCoy was intrigued in 
spite of himself, He didn’t see this side of Kirk very often. When Kirk finally finished, the officers he had been 
talking to exchanged glances. Then Admiral Sands spoke. 

"You said you suspected you were drugged when you drank the water?" 

Kirk hesitated for a moment. “I think that would have deen their first opportunity, sir." 

"No injection was adsinistered?” 

"Yes, sir, but that was later, when J was in their nedvac...” 

"Admiral,* McCoy interrupted, “you have ay @edical report. I think that will answer any additional questions.” 
He got to his feet. ‘Captain Kirk needs a break..." 

Sands looked at Kirk, then nodded. “Very well, Doctor," he said as he got up. “I believe you have told us all 
we need, Captain. If we have any further questions, we’!l contact you on patrol." 

Spock left to escort the board meabers to the transporter room. 

Kirk slumped in his chair and ran a hand over his face as the door slid shut. 

"You okay, Jim?" McCoy asked anxiously. 

"What?" Kirk dropped his hand. ‘Oh, yeah, ! guess so. Why, do I look ready to fall apart?" 

"No, but I wouldn’t blame you if you did," said McCoy softly. 

Kirk smiled slightly. “Maybe J will later. Right now !’a too tired.” He glanced around his quarters. “Any 
chance you’d let me stay here tonight? Sickbay’s nice enough, but this is more like hone." 

McCoy hesitated. In Sickbay he could aonitor Kirk and not have to worry quite so auch, But he couldn’t resist 
the pleading loo in Kirk’s eyes. ‘“Okay," he finally agreed, “but only if you promise to call ae if you start to 
feel strange." 

"You’ve got it,” said Kirk, heading slowly for the shower. ‘I’1l even leave my door unlocked so you can check 
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up on ne if you want to." 

Despite his relief at being out of the sickbay, Kirk found that he slept badly. His dreams were full of 
confused images of what had happened at Staldat, and he was absolutely exhausted by the time he got up. 

“Ready to leave orbit, Captain," Sulu said as Kirk walked onto the bridge. “All systems have been cleared." 

"Thank you." Kirk sat stiffly in the command chair, closing his eyes for a mosent as the bridge suddenly 
became a blur. 

"Captain?® Spock’s soft voice sounded beside hia. 

Kirk opened his eyes. “Problem, Spock?® 

Spock studied the Hugan, realizing that Kirk did not know how sick he looked. "No, Sir," he said. “I simply 
thought..." 

"Ta all right," said Kirk, suddenly understanding. “Leave orbit, Mr, Sulu, Warp one.® 

"Aye, sir, warp one." 

Spock stayed where he was for a few nore minutes, then aoved to his station, The captain obviously wanted to 
be left alone, and he would honor that wish. But as he worked, he kept a careful eye on Kirk, just in case. 

A short while later McCoy arrived, and he was obviously angry to find Kirk on the bridge. “Captain, | would 
appreciate your accompanying ae to Sickbay.° 

"What for?" asked Kirk innocently. 

"Spock, you’ve got the con," McCoy said, stepping back. "Captain..." 

Kirk knew he would start a scene if he argued. He stood slowly, once again feeling the bridge aomentarily spin 
around hia. He made his way carefully to the turbolift. After the door slid shut, he sluaped against the wall. 

"You look awful,*® McCoy said. 

*Thanks.” 

“Who said you could go back on duty?” 

Kirk shut his eyes again to stop the spinning sensation. ‘I’ve been lying around long enough, Doctor." 

“Baloney!* McCoy retorted. 

Kirk opened his eyes, surprised by McCoy’s response. "All right," he said, “maybe that isn’t it. Maybe I’a 
really trying to find out if 2’ still capable of command, or if..." His voice trailed away. 

“Or if? what?" 

",.1¢ I should be grounded." 

"Jim, you’re still sick..." 

"Yes, [’a sick. But what’s wrong with me? Do you knew? No, you don’t know! J know how I feel, Bones. I's 
not going to be able to hold onto ay command if 1 have to contend with whatever this is for auch longer.” 

"We'll lick it.” 

Kirk eyed hia skeptically. "Before it does me in? Before I have to relinquish my comaand?" 

"You giving up?” 

"No. Not yet, anyway," Kirk slowly pushed himself back onto his feet as the turbolift came toa halt. "Do 
you really want me to come to the sickbay?” 

"How much sleep did you get last night?" 

"Not a whole lot. I wasn’t enjoying the dreaas." 

"You're coming to Sickbay. After 1 check you over, you can go to your quarters. [’11 give you something to 
chase away the dreans." 


The days dragged by. Kirk had no seizures, but he still felt awful. He tried hard to be cheerful around the 
crew, and to them he appeared little different from his usual self. Spock and McCoy saw a different aan. They Saw 
a frightened man who was living a nightmare with no end in sight. They saw a man who was being drained of fight bv 
growing exhaustion. McCoy’s pills were not helping. Even allowing Kirk to go back on duty didn’t seem to help his 
morale auch, 

True to his word, Kirk no longer locked the door to his quarters. McCoy had taken to checking hia a different 
hours during the night, and Spock had done likewise. Kirk had admitted that nights were the worst for hia - the 
long hours dragging past when he found sleep difficult and was almost scared to let himself drift. 

The door to the captain’s quarters slid open when McCoy placed his hand on the entry plate. Kirk was lying on 
top of his bed. He had kicked off his boots, and his uniform shirt lay on the floor. McCoy noted additional weight 
loss. Kirk’s face was drawn, looking almost fragile. Tousled hair spilled down over his tall forehead, and fair 
eyelashes - longer and thicker than any McCoy had ever seen ~ lay on his daap cheeks, 

His cheeks are wet! "Jim, are you all right?" 
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"No." The voice was low and unsteady. 

"Seizure?" 

"No." Kirk sat up abruptly. “God, if only it was that simple'* He turned to face McCoy, and the doctor felt 
shock flow through hia as he realized that Kirk had been lying in the dark by himself - crying, 

"Can I help?" 

Kirk sailed laaely, his brimming eyes belying his attempt to se cheerful, “Can anyone help? {’ve never felt 
like this before. Being injured is one thing,..but with this I feel so...helpless. I’m going to lose everything 
that’s important to ae - ay ship, my crew..." His voice broke and he got to his feet, blindly making his way across 
the room, "Bones," he said, his voice now definitely shaking, “what’s wrong with ae?" 

Kirk heard McCoy move over to hia, then a gently warath surrounded him as McCoy hugged hia close. “I don’t 
know, Jim, but you’re not going to lose everything. You feel like this because you’re a Human being, a gan who is 
sick and scared." He guided Kirk to the bed. ‘You’ve got every reason to be scared, but we’re bound to hear froa 
Delta Nine soon. Just hold on a while longer...” 

"I can’t," Kirk said, his voice auffled, his head buried in McCoy’s shoulder. 

"Then don’t cry alone. Let it go now while I’m here. If I can’t help you yet as a doctor, I can still be here 
as a friend." He reached up and pressed Kirk’s head close. ‘"There’s only the two of us. Come on, let it go..." 

After a visible struggle, Kirk finally began to cry, in an awkward and unpracticed way at first, and then aore 
easily. McCoy held hia firmly, It was the only medicine he could give. 

A few soments later, the door slid open and Spock walked in. Kirk pressed higself more tightly against McCoy, 
and at first the doctor was afraid that he was again struggling for control. Then he felt Kirk sag and knew the 
crisis had passed, He met’ Spock’s worried gaze over Kirk’s head, “It’s all right, Spock," he said quietly, “it’s a 
Husan way of facing trouble,” 

McCoy waited until Kirk had cried himse!f out, then helped him undress and get into bed. Kirk lay curled up 
like a small child, his face flushed, his eyes red and swollen. McCoy got a wet cloth and carefully washed hia, 
then pulled the blankets high. 

"All right now?" 

Kirk nodded, his breath still catching a little in his throat, "Thanks," he said in a near-whisper. 

"What are doctors for?’ McCoy asked gently. Then he turned to Spock. ‘You in a hurry to go anywhere?” 

"No, Doctor.” 

“Good, {i think the captain would like sone company." He put his hand on “irk’s shoulder. "J’1l] see you in 
the aorning, Jia." 

McCoy only just made it to his quarters before his own tears spilled over. He had held his emotions firaly in 
check because Kirk had needed f:0, and the effort had drained him more than he had realized, But he had left behind 
a puch stronger aan, so it was worth the cost, * 


McCoy was running yet another test on the elusive parasite in Kirk’s blood when Spock walked into the lab. 

"Doctor, I believe I may have found something.* 

McCoy locked up at hin. “I hope so. This little bug has se running in circies,” 

"Jim and i have traced every step he has taken over the last six sonths..." 

"And?" 

*The only place I didn’t accompany him was Platan VII, ¢ suspect he mignt have contracted this salady when he 
was there." 

"It’s no good, Spock. I’ve already thought of that. Five other people were there with hia, and none of then 
has had any probleas.® 

"Have you checked thea out thoroughly?” 

McCoy gazed at Spock in syapathy, knowing that he had already conducted the appropriate tests. Then he reached 
for the intercoa, It wouldn’t hurt to do them again, "Lieutenant Uhura, would you contact Lieutenant McMaster and 
get hia down here to sickbay? Then find cut which security personnel were with Captain Kirk and the :ieutenant on 
Piatan VII, and have them report also." 

"Aye, sir,” 

"Anything else, Spock?” 

“Just an idea, Doctor, it sight give us a fead, it might rot. It’s something i’4 planned to iook ints sone 
time ago but never had the chance." 

“Well, good luck with your hunting." 

Spock nodded. “And you with yours." 
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Kirk was just getting dressed when Spock arrived at his quarters. “Captain, do you still have the transcript 
which accompanied the Platan YII orders?" 

Kirk looked at him with curiosity. “J think so. So much had happened that I haven’t had a chance to iog then. 
Let’s see...” He rummaged through a pile of tapes. “Here it is,* he said, holding one out. ‘“What’s up?" 

"T am playing one of your hunches," Spock said. He studied Kirk, knowing that the Hugan would be less likely to 
fall into another depression if he kept busy. “I could use some help if you’re not doing anything else at the 
aoment," 

"Nothing pressing. I think McCoy is letting me go back on duty, although considering the way I acted last 
night, 1’ not sure I’@ ready.' 

"You had a healthy emotional reaction, Captain,” said Spock, his eyes soft with understanding. “No one should 
hold it against you, least of all you yourself.‘ 

"Yeah, well, let me tell Sulu where I’11 be, then you’ve got your worker. Uh, where will I be working?" 

"Records department.” * 


The intercom blasted through McCoy’s concentration. It was Spock, and he almost sounded excited. "Doctor, | 
would suggest you focus your search on tropical diseases of pre-Eugenics War Earth, say late nineteenth, early 
twentieth century.’ 

“why?” 

*l would rather refrain from expressing a hasty hypothesis. Jia and I ‘have a lead going’," 

"The captain’s with you?” 

"Buried in a stack of tapes. Spock out." 

McCoy sat staring at the viewscreen. Spock aight appear to be cold and unemotional, but he always seemed to 
know what Kirk needed. What better therapy than to keep him busy tracking down the answer to his own problea? 
McCoy reached for the intercom and summoned his lab teas, He would give each of them a saaple of Kirk’s blood and 
instructions to look for parasitical diseases that it was likely none of thea had ever seen. 


"Spock, I’ve got something." Spock came up to study the screen over Kirk’s shoulder, It displayed the picture 
of a young @an, ruggedly built, with an oddly sallow complexion, The Vulcan quickly read through the nage and rank, 
then finally the aan’s medical record. 

"That’s it,” he said quietly, “It’s got to be.” 

"Jim, Spocki" McCoy came bursting in the door. “We've isolated it - the aarasite! The bug, whatever you call 
it. It’s incredible. it’s a disease which to all intents and gurooses was eradicated two centuries ago! It’s..." 

"Malaria," Spock supplied. 

"How'd you know?" McCoy asked in astonishaent. 

Spock glanced at Kirk. "Something Jia once said triggered the hypothesis. We were sent to Platan VII to 
investigate the possibiiity that interference from Human contact had occurred before the Prise Cirective went into 
effect. It occurred to me that the planet’s original visitors aight have brought the disease with thes. So we 
traced back on our records all known parties who had contact with the planet.” 

"Take a look,* Kirk said, indicating the screen. "Gregory Stargar, engineering assistant, health good except 
for malarial remission, treated by drugs." 

"There is also our record of what the landing party said during debriefing," Spock added, "that the natives 
were yelling something about a ’Gregory’ not being allowed to kili again. There is puch insect life on Platan VII. 
As you no doubt know, malarial protozoa breed very rapidly. It is probable that they autated to inhabit a new 
insect host. It is likely that the natives have developed an imaunity to the disease through long exposure, but 
that they were susceptible to it when Gregory Stargar first arrived. As a visitor, Jim had no protection against 
the disease, And he alone of the landing party suffered nuserous insect bites." 

"The problem is," Kirk concluded glualy, “what do we do about it?" 

"That’s siaple enough as far as you’re concerned," said McCoy. “I’ve aiready looked it up. Amodraquine is a 
synthetic drug - easily aanufactured. They used it for years to keep this thing under control. 

“Control isn’t good enough, Bones. I can’t keep command when I’ve got soaething tike this. What would happen 
if [ had an attack? $ could lead the ship to disaster! How much an! affected by the disease? How would this 
aaodraquine affect me?" 

"I can’t answer that, Jim.” 

"Can you stand there and honestly tell me you wouldn’t relieve me of command if I had another attack?" 

"No," said McCoy, wishing he could drop dead on the spot. 
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"Excuse me, gentlemen.” Kirk made a hasty exit toward the door. 

"Jiaess" 

“Doctor,” Spock said, catching McCoy by the sleeve. ‘We still have a lot of work to do, and contacting Delta 
Nine is top priority." 

"But, Jia..." 

"Delta Nine first, Doctor, then the amodraquine. After that we can deal with the problems as they arise.’ 


Kirk yawned and stretched like a contented cat, his skin bronzed from Ridan’s hot sun. He finally rolled over 
and sat up, running a hand over his face. “Have ! been asleep long?’ 

McCoy smiled, his frosted aint julep glinting in the sun as he moved it fro behind the book he’d been reading. 
"About four hours, but you might as well enjoy it. We go back on duty tomorrow." 

Kirk made a face, "I know." He scanned his surroundings, taking in the lake and the hills around it. 
“Remeaber when | wondered if we’d ever get back here again?® 

"Um hum. I believe you said, ’how often do we get to do something like this?’ | would say quite often, if 
recent weeks are any indication." 

"Spare ae, Bones, I won’t be around much longer if I have to go through that again!" 

"Not to worry, Captain. Delta Nine cage up with an effective cure for your problem once we were able to 
convince thea that you really did have malaria." McCoy smiled slightly. It had been the Deltans who had 
recommended that Kirk have a aonth’s leave while the medication eliminated the salarial parasites present in his 
blood. So, along with Spock, they had returned to Ridan. The Enterprise had been due for aroutine overhaul, 
which Scott was supervising - the first work McCoy had allowed him to do since his operation. There were all kinds 
of therapy. 

Kirk had regained healthy during their stay, with no adverse reactions to the medication, and was slowly 
gaining back the weight he had lost, At first McCoy had kept a careful eye on hia, but as the days passed, he left 
Kirk nore and wore to his own devices, jc begin with, Kirk had been content to lie on the dock and sleep, taking an 
occasional swin to cool off, but after a couple of weeks he was accompanying Spock on his never-ending wanderings to 
collect data. He gradually regained his boisterous energy, and the image of the terribly sick an faded from 
menory, 

Kirk grinned as McCoy stopped talking. "You know, { can’t help but think about those poor Klingons, It makes 
sense now, but at the time | was sure they’s dregged ne, and they didn’t ‘z-e clue number one as to what was wrong 
with ae, They kept asking me if I was acting normally, and { kept telling ‘hea to tell se." He shook his head. 
“what a circus that was.” 

McCoy smiled as well, "Maybe it was lucky in a way, Jim. From what you've said, they kept having to give you 
time to recover, and that time could have been spent in sone rather gruesome ways..." 

Kirk nodded. "Yeah, it gave Spock the tine he needed te get me out of there." 

They sat silent for a soment, then McCoy looked up as Spock cate walking down the hill onto the dock where they 
were sitting, his attention focused on his tricorder. "Speaking of time to get out of here,* McCoy continued, “I 
really do think it’s tine we left. I’m sure he’s run out of things to discover on this particular planet." 

Kirk nodded, "I feel the same way, Bones, It’s anice place, but we don’t beiong here.” He gazed up at the 
sky. “That’s our hone out there - the entire galaxy. Once you’re allowed to flv free, it’s impossible to stay 
planetside..." His voice died away as he watched a small flock of birds soaring atove the waters of the lake - 
kindred spirits of a different world, 

McCoy sailed. Kirk was back. It had been a long, hard struggle, but his spirit was again {onging to soar like 
the birds - and McCoy and Spock were ready to soar with hin. 
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These reseabled the others who had been brought to her, 


Yet so different. 

The others were terrified, with no caring 
Only coldness. 

Froa the beginning these had cared about her, 
About each other. 

These tried 

But could not protect her froa thea. 

Yet it was for her he worried} 

It was to her he sent 

The blue eyed one who had worried about the pain 
The one in gold endured. 

Yet the hazel eyes held aore concern for her 
Than for hiaself. 

She reached out to discover 

And found compassion, 

Which aade the pain easier to bear. 

When escape seemed possible these took her; 
The others had run alone. 


She felt their horror when they discovered the others 


And what their future held. 

Yet when these had a chance they did not kill 
As the others had tried to do. 

And as these ran they did not fight 

But helped, encouraged, cared. 

Then they were there 

And wanted a life. 

He gave his willingly, allowing no arquaent. 
She felt the helpless despair of the blue eyes, 
Saw naked defeat in the brown. 

Then it was happening 

As it had happened before, 

Only this tiae there was no terrified begging, 
Only a plea for aeaning, 

The aeaning of an ending. 

Fear gripped her heart as she touched hia, 
The coldness of death flowed through her 


And she ran. 

But the emotion froa the ring of light 
Forced her to turn and look. 

He had not been afraid to give his life... 
She tried, she gave as auch as she could, 
But it was not enough to coapletely heal; 
The fear was too strong to allow total control. 
Then they case again 

And added a burden he could not take. 

The ones in blue knew, 

Their eaotion, their caring, filled her being. 
The blue eyes aade a decision 

And the one in gold slept. 

Brown eyes were relieved, 

His eaotion stilled - the decision aade. 
Understanding cage as her hand reached out, 
A first saile touched her lips. 

Then the blue eyes aoved and the eaotion flowed 
From brown eyes to blue to her 

Because of hia. 

Her eyes were wet with unknown tears 

As the blue eyes held hers, then vanished. 
But these were stronger, 

They could give their lives, 

Something she could not do 

Until she heard the eaotion of their voices, 
Eaotion growing ever aore faailiar, 

And then she knew what aust be done. 

The fear/denial loosed its hold 

And these three were free. 

So too was she 

To walk upon a brave new world, 

Unafraid to touch and hold 

The sesory, and yes, the love 

For ware blue eyes who 

Loved the brown 

Who loved the one in gold. 
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Love? Do I love? [ walk 
Within the brilliance of another’s thought, 
As in a glory. I was dark before, 
As Venus’ chapel in the black of night} 
But there was sosething holy in the darkness, 
Softer and not so thick as others were} 
And a rich aoonlight gay be to the blind, 
Unconsciously consoling. Then love caae, 
Like the out-bursting of a trodden star. 


- Thomas Lovell Beddoes 
"The Second Brother® 


"Oh, shit!" said Kirk as he reached forward to silence the persistent sussons of the intercos. Spock sighed 
quietly to hieself. Kirk had been in an irritable sood the past couple of days and by the comsent he had just sade, 
this one wasn’t going to be any better. "Yes, Lieutenant, what is it?" 

Uhura hesitated, visibly startled by the annoyance in Kirk’s voice. "Message coaing in from Starbase Twelve, 
sir." 

Kirk euttered something under his breath which even Spock’s sensitive ears couldn’t hear clearly. Then he 
sighed. ‘On ey way, Lieutenant. Kirk out.® 

Uhura leaned back in her chair and let go the breath she hadn’t realized she had been holding. It wasn’t often 
that Kirk was angry, but the voice that had answered her call had been dripping icicles. She decided she had better 
Jook busy when Kirk arrived on the bridge or she sight have her head handed to her, 

The turbolift doors opened and both Kirk and Spock stepped out. Spock headed right for the science station, 
but Kirk stopped just outside the doors and glared at Uhura, his expression saying what his words never would. 

"Nothing yet, sir,” she said in a seall voice. 

Kirk’s face hardened for a sinute, then his eyes softened, "Thank you, Lieutenant.” 

She sailed at his unspoken apology, then her attention was caught by an incoming sessage. "Ad@iral Komack is 
cosing on now, sir.° 

The preliainaries, as always where Komack was concerned, were short. "Captain, when are you due to arrive at 
Sinara 11?" a 

"Not until 5121.8, sir. We’ve cut back to warp one. We’ve had a couple of difficult eissions..." 

"Yes, I’ve just read your report concerning the Tholians.° 

Spock stiffened at the disapproval in Komack’s voice. It was obvious Koeack had not liked what he had read: a 
starship endangered for one man, and a aan he was not overly fond of. Kirk glanced at the Vulcan, knowing that 
Spock would be uncoafortable. 

Their eyes eet. Spock’s were wary, but Kirk’s expression could only sean ’Dagn the aan...!’ Spock’s hands 
went neutrally behind his back, but he held onto the console behind hia with his full strength. Once again Kirk was 
putting hia ahead of everything, trying to protect hia, showing that he cared. 

No, @ore than that he cared. Showing that he loved Spock. It had never been expressed in words, and Spock had 
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never even guessed the depth of Kirk’s feelings until that sosent on the Melkotian planet when he had selded with 
the others to save their lives. With both Scott and McCoy he had eet resistance and fear. In Kirk he had found 
trust, belief and, incredibly, something sore. Kirk had not hidden any of his emotions as Spock’s aind had reached 
out and eet the huean’s, and Spock had been unsettled to discover an unspoken truth - the friendship that Jaees Kirk 
had held out to hia, the friendship that he had finally answered had, for one of thea, turned to love. 

Spock found it alaost ispossible to live with that knowledge. It was a responsibility he could not cope with, 
a responsibility he did not want. Friendship was a bond of trust - love was something even eore. Spock could not 
relate or respond to the esotion either as a Vulcan or a huean. Vulcans controlled their esotions, but they were 
not afraid to express either adeiration for, or love of, another Vulcan. The outstretched fingers showed, in the 
sieple act, the depth of their caring. All his life Sarek had disapproved of the huaan eaotion raging within his 
son, and had held back the usual affection shown a son by his father. Asanda, knowing that she was being closely 
watched by others to see if she would ’spoil’ Spock by showering hia with love as would a nor@al huaan, hetd her 
esotions in check. So neither parent had taught Spock how to love. They left within him a void, which by hisself 
he could never fill. It had taken hia a long tise to reach out and accept Kirk’s friendship. He wasn’t ready for 
the next step - the one Kirk had taken - and he didn’t know if he ever would be. 

He struggled to bring his sind back to the present. Kirk was no longer looking at hia, but had his attention 
back on the screen, the cold ieage of Adgiral Komack still standing clear. 

"Since you have five days until you are due to pick up the scientists on Minara 11, you are ordered to divert 
to Argan IV, There are sose unusual readings cosing froa there and Starfleet wants to know if they pose a threat to 
the freighters working in that area.® 

Kirk @anaged to prevent a scowl] only by sheer will power. It didn’t require a starship to register radiation 
readings, but he had had enough head-on clashes with Kogack to know that arguing was useless. 

"You understand, sir, that we gay have to leave that area aven if we have not satisfied Starfleet, in order to 
sake our scheduled rendezvous tiae.° 

"Noted. However, | am sure that the Enterprise is resourceful enough to cope with what is, no doubt, a 
Sieple probles. Kosack out.° 

The red flush of teaper crept up Kirk’s face. There were very few officers of coseand rank that Kirk didn’t 
respect. Kosack, unfortunately, was one of thea, and he was Kirk’s direct superiar in this sector, 

He took a deep breath, then soved down to the coseand chair. ‘Mr. Chekov, plot acourse to Argan IV." He 
stood in silence while the ensign calculated. 

"Course 172 mark 7, Captain. At warp two, estiaated arrival tiee, stardate 4997.1." 

"All right, Mr. Sulu, lay it in. Mr. Spock, you have the con. 1’1) bein Sickbay.’ 

With a headache, thought Spock as he started forward. fow often the strain of coppand threatens the fragile 
hupan structure. 

"Acknowledged, Captain.® 


* 


"You need a vacation, Jia.’ 

Kirk took the pills McCoy handed hia with an asused look on his face. ‘What brought that on, Bones?° 

*The increasing nusber of headaches you’ve been getting, the lousy shape you’re in, the fact that you’re both 
too tired and too busy to get enough exercise.° 

Kirk swallowed the pills, then their eyes eet. McCoy hadn’t eentioned the thing which had so drained Kirk 
esotionally that the captain stfll found living with it difficult - the death of Mirasanee, the beautiful, innocent 
child with whoa he had so briefly shared his life and his love in the paradise which could never be his. 

"We're due for R&R after we pick up the scientists on Minara 11. I think I can hold out until then.° 

*What’s going to happen between now and then?° we 

"Nothing, I hope." 

McCoy looked at hia skeptically, then turned to put the pills away. ‘Have you talked to Spock yet?* 

. Kirk didn’t try to keep the anger and frustration out of his voice. ‘No. Every tise I try there’s always soee 
dan interruption. Komack’s crazy diversion was just another in a long line." He looked at McCoy. ‘I take it you 
still don’t agree with ee.° 

McCoy shook his head. “Spock’s eind works differently from yours and eine. He knows how close he case to 
killing you on Platonius, but he’s the one who has to accept that it wasn’t his fault. Rignt now he sees only what 
aight have happened, not what the cause was. Don’t push, Jim. You’re opening up a whole store of emotions he’s 
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always avoided, You’ve got to allow Spock to take it at his own speed." 

For a aonent their eyes held, then Kirk turned and headed for the door. "Thanks for the pills. 171] see you 
later." McCoy opened his south to say something aore, then decided against it. He had aade his point. Now it was 
up to Kirk and Spock to work it out. 

Kirk’s head was still pounding when he returned to the bridge. Spock’s eyes were dark with worry as he looked 
at Kirk. The captain could usually manage to conceal how he felt froe everyone but Spock and McCoy - and he was 
obviously hurting now. 

"Anything to report, Mr. Spock?" 

"Nothing, sir, everything is quiet.” He stood at the side of the command chair, unsure of what to do next. 

Kirk looked at hie, knowing what the Vulcan wanted to say. “Don’t worry, Spock, Bones has just told ae I look 
awful.” 

"Perhaps, Captain, you aight take this tine to rest..." 

"No, thank you, Spock. Solitude is one thing I don’t want at the aoaent." 

A slight frown showed momentarily on Spock’s face, then his brow cleared. "Might I then suggest we go to your 
quarters and finish the conversation that was interrupted earlier?" 

A seile crossed Kirk’s face. This tine they wouldn’t be interrupted and he could get things out in the open. 
He instinctively disagreed with McCoy. Spock needed to know that what he had done on Platonius was something that 
any of thea could have been forced to do, and he knew he would be able to get Spock to accept it. "Good idea, 
Spock," he said, getting up. "Mr. Sulu, you have the con.° 
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Spock had long since gone and the ship was settled for the night. Kirk lay on his bed, fully awake. He had 
not bothered to undress; his boots and unifora shirt lay on the floor where he had tossed thea. The black trousers 
and shirt brought out the paleness of his features, accenting the absence of his usually healthy tan. 

He was beginning to dread the nights - the long hours when he was left alone with his aeaories. For a while he 
had taken the red pills that McCoy had given hia, but finally stopped. Drugs were not going to help his problea. 
Only tiae could do that and, at the aoeent, tise could not pass quickly enough. 

Taking a deep breath, he swung his legs over the side of the bed and sat up. McCoy had said he needed aore 
exercise; since he couldn’t sleep, aaybe he should take advantage of the free tiae and have a workout in the gya. 

The large rooe echoed hollowly as he walked in and activated the lights. He had rarely been there when it was 
eapty and it seemed strange, aleost alien, He sailed at his overactive imagination as he walked to one of the 
weight eachines. He stretched out, hooking his ankles under the bar and started to work. 

The aachine aoved in an easy, rhythaic fashion to the comaand of Kirk’s straining body. He forced hiaself to 
keep the pace brisk, although his leg and sto@ach auscles were soon protesting. The aachine aoved on and on until 
finally Kirk dropped the bar and lay panting while he regained his breath. 

Ha got up froe the aachine and looked around, wondering what he should do next. Suddenly he decided he would 
run laps aroung the gya - he hadn’t done anything like that for aonths, Pacing hiaself gently, he allowed his aind 
to relax as he jogged along, He started doing a few wind sprints, then began tiaing his runs, competing against 
hiaself, trying to see how fast he could cover the distance. 

Suddenly the auscles in his right leg seized in a violent craap. His speed took hia unchecked onto the floor, 
where his head struck the hard surface. He rolled twice, then lay still. 


* 


"Sickbay to Mr. Spock." 

The suamons woke hia instantly. "Spock here.“ 

"Better get down here right away, Mr. Spock. Jia was found unconscious in the gya - don’t know anything aore, 
yet.” 

"I shall be there aoaentarily, Doctor.° 

Spock was dressed and on his way to Sickbay in a aatter of minutes. When he entered he saw Kirk lying liap and 
pale on a diagnostic bed. He looked at the indicators on the panel, which hovered at or near Kirk’s noreal read- 
ings. He breathed a silent sigh of relief. 

"What happened?" 

McCoy glanced up. “Don’t know. When Sulu went into the gya early this aorning to work out, he found Jia lying 
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unconscious on the floor. There doesn’t seea to be any...wait a minute..." His fingers probed the side of Kirk’s 
head, ‘“He’s got a beauty of a luap here. He aust have hit his head on sosething hard, probably the floor." 

Spock aoved forward, "His dress indicates he was working out. Why would he undertake such an activity in the 
siddle of the night?" 

"Beats ae. | told hia he was in lousy shape. Guess he took it to heart. Well, I’ll get some Masifora OD. 
That should bring hia out of it. There doesn’t seea to be any severe head injury." 

Spock stood looking down at the pale, unconscious aan, hot tears stinging at the backs of his eyes. Kirk could 
have died, hurt and alone, even on a ship full of people. He reached forward, his hand automatically feeling Kirk’s 
pulse. It throbbed strong and steady. As he took his hand away, he brushed the hair back fro Kirk’s forehead. 
Why was he having such a reaction to a siaple injury? Why did he feel like this when Kirk’s life was so obviously 
not in danger? 

When McCoy returned, Spock’s hands were again behind his back in his noraal attitude of quiet attention. He 
watched as the hypo was pushed home, then they stood and waited. 

The figure on the bed stirred, then Kirk aoved his hand to his head. ‘Who hit ae?" 

McCoy grinned and looked at Spock, whose eyebrows rose slightly. 

Kirk started to sit up but McCoy pushed hia back, "Stay put, Jia. By the looks of things, you lost an argu- 
sent with the gya floor. What in blazes were you doing there at such a ridiculous hour?" 

“Couldn’t sleep. Guess I was trying to work off some tension." 

"Ua. Well, you can work off tension by sleeping right here!" McCoy held up his hand as Kirk started to 
object. “I don’t want to hear a peep out of you. You’re not getting out of here until I’m satisfied you haven’t 
suffered any damage. Now, yourest. I’m going to get some breakfast, then 171) be back to check on you. I’ll get 
Christine to bring you some food and, if your stomach doesn’t rebel at the thought, I want you to eat all of it. 
You coming, Spock?" 

"I will join you in a ainute, Doctor." 

McCoy looked from Spock to Kirk, then grunted and walked out. 

As Spock opened his aouth to speak, Kirk beat hia to it. "Spare ae the lecture, Spock. I know it was foolish 
to work out alone, but 1’a all right.° 

"You could have been seriously injured, Captain, perhaps even died before anyone found you." 

"And that worries you, Spock..." 

Spock’s eyes darkened. It didn’t worry hia as auch as it scared the living daylights out of hia and left hie 
feeling sick at the thought of finding Kirk dead. Each tie anything happened to Kirk it left hia sore unsettled 
than the last, and he didn’t understand why. 

"Yes, Captain, it...° 

An exclamation of pain from Kirk cut hia off, The captain grabbed his right leg and folded in agony. Spock 
quickly reached for the intercoa, then returned to Kirk. 

"Hy leg!" 

Spock threw the thermal sheet aside and took hold of Kirk’s leg. The cramped auscles stood out in tight knots. 
Kirk winced as Spock’s hand cage into contact with thea. 

The doors opened and McCoy cage bursting through. He took one look at Kirk writhing on the bed and grabbed a 
hypo. Within seconds, Kirk’s aoveaants slowed, giving McCoy tise to look at his leg, A low whistle escaped hia. 

"If that happened when he was running, it’s no wonder he knocked himself cold!" He reset the hypo. Muscle 
relaxant - it’ll help the tranquilizer in a einute." 

Gradually Kirk’s breathing slowed as the aedication took hold. 

"Feel better?" 

Drugged hazel eyes looked at hia. ‘“Uh...auch.° 

"All right, try to get some sleep. Spock, I’d like to talk to you for a ainute." Spock took a last look at 
Kirk, then followed McCoy into his office. As the door slid shut, the doctor turned to look at hia. 

"Spock, [’a going to keep Jia here for a fewdays. When I told hia yesterday he was in lousy condition, ! 
meant it, both physically and mentally. Somathing’s got to get hia to slow down, to let go. It’s obvious that 
Starfleet isn’t going to let anyone on this ship have a break, and if Jia fights ee on this one I’m going to need 
your help.” 

Spock nodded. “I shall do what I can, Doctor." 

Spock returned to find Kirk sleeping peacefully. He stood for several eoments looking at hia, then turned and 
left. 

McCoy stood at the door to his office watching hie. When are you going to adpit it, Spock? he wondered. 


97 


When are you going to face the fact that you love that aan? Sopeday that knowledge is going to hit you herd and 
you're going to understand what that gat feeling you've been fighting really is. And 2 wonder if you're pan enough 
to accept it? *x 


Kirk surprised both NcCoy and Spock by being a cooperative patient. He spent ost of his tiae sleeping - for 
the first tiee since Miramanee’s death, he dropped the front he had been holding up. He retreated into hieself and 


let life go on without hia. McCoy watched hie carefully$ Spock visited regularly, but did not bother Kirk with 
unnecessary problees. * 


"That’s it, Mr. Spock. That’s the only source of radiation in the entire area." Sulu glanced up froe his 
scanner as Spock straightened froe his sensors. 

"I agree with you, Mr. Sulu. Sisple electrosagnetic waves fro# a natural source with no possibility of causing 
hare in any way." 

"Sose freighter was probably just fooling around, daring Starfleet to take thea seriously. And that sent us on 
a wild goose chase...‘ 

"They certainly sanaged to do it," said Chekov, his face glue. "They had us warping here when we could have 
finally had a couple of days of peace. If I could get ay hands on thes..." 

"A proper report will be filed, Mr. Chekov,’ said Spock quietly. "In the seantiee, plot a course for Minara 
Mi." 

"The course is already plotted, Mr. Spock. It will take 48.2 hours at warp six in order to aake our rendezvous 
tine." 

Righ warp speed for absolutely no reason, thought Spock to hieself, At 2 tine when the crew needs rest they 
will have to stay on alert, OQutwardly he showed no esotion. “All right, Mr. Sulu, ahead warp six." 


"A natural radiation source!" Kirk was furious, and obviously feeling better. 

"Affirmative, Captain. 

"Dagn Komack, anyway! When I send in that report 1’@ going to burn his bottosa!* 

"Jia, it would not do any good.° 

The hazel eyes cleared. "No, 1 suppose it wouldn’t. Sure would be fun totry, though. When do we get to 
Ninara?® 

"We should arrive in 6.412 hours, Captain. However, 1 a@ concerned..." 

"About what?" 

"Lt. Uhura has been unable to establish comeunications with the scientists stationed there. As far as she can 
ascertain, their receiver is still functioning....° 

"But they don’t answer. What’s happened to thee?" 

"Unknown, Captain." 

Kirk swung his feet over the side of the bed and hopped down onto the floor. "When Bones gets back, tell hie 
I’ve discharged syself. I want you and McCoy to beas down with ae - there’s something funny going on here and | 
want to find out what." 

Spock’s stoeach twisted with the fapiliar feeling he still couldn’t define. ‘Jie, are you sure you're... 

"Spock," said Kirk gently, ‘don’t worry about ae so euch. I’ve had a few hard knocks recently, but I’e all 
right. Bones has helped - and so have you, far aore than you’!] ever know." 

A hard luap welled up in Spock’s throat and he had to clear it before he could speak. “Jia, I..." 

"Let’s get ready to beae down, shall we?" 

Spock looked at his, puzzlesent strong in the brown eyes. Kirk smiled slightly. One day Spock would find his 
own answer. * 


The first hours on Minara did nothing to relieve the now all too fasiliar tension that twisted through Spock. 
Kirk was injured alaost as soon as they arrived - sinor, he said, but McCoy’s eyes disagreed, 

Then Kirk was gone, taken from thea. Once again Spock experienced the terrible feeling of pain and loneliness. 
He didn’t have tise to analyze it - McCoy was at his elbow, pushing, coaplaining, and as worried about Kirk as 
Spock was, Then Kirk was there, and Spock, held trapped by the alien energy force, found it iepossible to control 
his eaotions as he watched Kirk’s suffering, seeing hia dying before his eyes as he was held helpless. 

Gee worked her siracle, McCoy added his sedical knowledge and Kirk slept. Spock sat beside his, feeling the 
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need to be close. As he sat there he thought of Kirk’s words in Sickbay. ‘Bones has helped - and so have you..." 

Suddenly the answer was there - a phrase, underlined, in a small book his eother had given hie. Wordea not 
thought of for years now stood clearly in his eind. As Gee touched his shoulder, she knew what he had just discov- 
ered. The reason for the feelings he had been experiencing was now clear, and he wondered why he had been so blind 
to it for so long. Maybe it was because he feared the word - because of the naee, he would not adeit what he felt 
to hieself. 

The Vians bowed under Kirk’s relentless pressures; McCoy was saved. As always, Kirk had neglected to say how 
puch pain he still felt. As they aaterialized aboard the Enterprise, he lost control and folded. 

“Coee on, Spock, we’ve got to get hia into the pressure chaeber, quickly!* 

The two of thee supported a half-conscious Kirk to Sickbay. McCoy didn’t even take the tiae to get Kirk into 
patient coveralls, but bundled hie into the chaaber and set the valves. Spock watched anxiously until he saw Kirk 
start to relax as the pain subsided. 

"He’l] be all right now, Spock. Why don’t you try to get soee rest? He’l] be there for about six hours.“ 

Spock nodded and, after a last look at Kirk, left for his quarters. He felt totally drained. 

Searching through his belongings, he finally found the seal book his eother had given to hia the day he left 
for the Acadeey. “l brought it froa Earth, Spock. It helped ee through eany lonely hours. It helped ee to under- 
stand why I caee to Vulcan. Maybe one day its words eay help you." 

He had accepted it andread through it a few tiees, but the words carried the eeotions of huaans and eade 
little sense to hie, so he had put it away. Until that afternoon he had not thought of it again. 

Suddenly he knew how he could tel] Kirk that he now understood what Kirk already knew, and that he was no long- 
er running from the truth. He picked up the octavo and left for Kirk’s quarters. 


McCoy walked with Kirk the short distance froe the Sickbay to the captain’s quarters. Kirk was very tired but 
no longer in pain, so McCoy decided to let hia spend the night in his own quarters, As Kirk slowly undressed, McCoy 
pulled the covers down on the bed, eoving a sa@all book to the shelf above it. He helped Kirk in, then pulled the 
covers up. 

"You sure you’re all right?" 

Kirk sailed. ‘A good night’s sleep is the only thing I want. Don’t worry, Bones. I’a fine.’ 

"Okay. Call ee if you have another attack. Oh, I eoved your book onto the shelf if you’re looking for it. See 
you in the eorning.® 

McCoy didn’t notice Kirk’s puzzled expression over his last stateeent. As the door slid shut behind the 
doctor, Kirk sat up and picked up the book. Opening it, he saw the nage of the owner - Aeanda Grayson, The book 
eust belong to Spock. Why was it here? Turning to the page earked with a seall ribbon, he read the underlined 
passage. A saile slowly crossed his face. * 


Kirk did not talk to Spock about what had happened. He returned the book and Spock received it in slightly 
eabarrassed silence. But both knew that words were unnecessary - each understood the feelings of the other. 

Weeks later, an innocent visit to an old friend while delivering lifesaving drugs turned into a nightaare. 
Kirk and Spock were held at the eercy of a brilliant ean who had crossed that very thin line between genius and 
insanity. Garth of lzar - a legendary hero - now held power to destroy the galaxy, and Kirk was the only aan 
standing between hia and ultieate disaster. 

But how did one deal with insanity ~ dangerous, aabitious insanity! Separated froe Spock, Kirk was forced to 
use his own intuition, to plead with that part of the a@adagan which was still a proud fleet captain. He found 
occasional chinks in the shell of sadness and he kept chipping away. 

At last Spock was there. His cale support gave Kirk the strength he needed, the courage to try to reason with 
Garth’s aad ravings. He tried to show how the Federation had changed froe a group of warring worlds to the peace 
and friendship of the organization he now represented, 

But finally his teeper got the best of him. He could no longer coeeunicate reasonably with soeeone who would 
not listen or atteept to understand. He spun in his chair, his eyes blazing as Garth aocked hia. “2 have risen 
above this decadent hupan weakness, which still has you in its conpand, by the way, Captaio...Peace pission’ Weak- 
lings!" 

He had to get Garth to see reason - to understand that people were no longer eneeies, that it was no longer 
Necessary to be a warrior, that he was essentially an explorer and a aan of peace. 

",. They had a dreap, 2 dreap that becape a reality and spread throughout the stars. A dreap that pade Hr, 
Spock and ae brothers.” Instantly he held his breath. Had he gone too far? Had he read soeething into Spock that 
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wasn’t really there? 

Garth iasediataly juaped on Kirk’s hesitation. He knew he had the huaan now. He hastily eoved around the 
table and looked at the Vulcan, Mr. Spock, do you consider Captain Kirk and yourself brothers?’ 

Kirk didn’t dare look at Spock. How would the Vulcan deal with soaething he considered totally private? 

But there was no hesitation. Spock’s ares remained folded, his expression never changed. “Captain Kirk 
speaks sopewhat figuratively and with undue enotion...” 

Kirk glanced over at hia. What came next would sake or break the arguaent to sway Garth, 

“,eHowever, what he says is logical and I do, in fact, agree with it,"# 


#All italicized dialogue fros Whom Gods Destroy, written by Lee Erwin. 
Copyright Paranount Pictures Corp., 1969, 
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The Christmas Tre, 





As the door shut behind hia he leaned back against it, not having the strength or the willpower to sake it 
across the rooa to his bed. He couldn’t remeaber ever having been so mentally and physically exhausted, Every bone 
in his body ached from fatigue, his ind was crying out for the oblivion of sleep - sleep that had been denied for 
too long. 

It was only a week ago that he had been on Elba I] - it seemed like years. His body still ached from the 
phaser stuns and his mind still cried out at the remeabrance of the excruciating pain of a once-haraless rehabilita- 
tion chair, both suffered at Garth’s hands - the aan he had adeired since his Acadeay days. 

McCoy had certified Kirk as medically unfit for comaand, and Starfleet had deemed it necessary that he head the 
Federation delegation to the peace talks at Abidgneau. He had known how crucial the talks were. He knew that past 
atteapts had bogged down due to the inability of the various races concerned to get along. 

He was huaan. No other of his race was involved, He was an outsider. He was not a diplomat. James 7. Kirk 
was possibly the only aan who could guide such a coaplicated proceeding to a proper conclusion without having the 
whole thing blow up in his face. 

His day did not start and stop as the conference did. He was on call twenty-four hours a day to soothe, cajole, 
joke, threaten, and occasionally exert the authority of his position to keep the talks going. As auch as the other 
races did not agree, no satter how auch they fought, they both adaired and resented the aan who kept thea returning 
for aore talks. 

But now he was exhausted, He had reached his liait. Wearily he aade his way across the rooa to the bed and 
collapsed face first into its softness. te 


Spock waited uneasily in front of the closed door. Twice he had rung the buzzer but there was no reply. He 
knew that Kirk had left the banquet planning to go directly to his rooa, He pushed the buzzer again but still there 
was no answer. Frowning, he activated the lock and stepped into the room. Kirk was lying flat out on the bed, 
still in his dress unifora. 

Silently Spock approached the bed. The even rise and fall of Kirk’s breathing told the Vulcan that he was 
deeply asleep. Carefully Spock rolled hia over and sat down on the bed, propping Kirk up against hia as he undid 
the unifora shirt. As he eased it off, Kirk auttered quietly and turned toward the Vulcan, burying his head in 
Spock’s shoulder, his aras around his waist. Instinctively, Spock’s arm went around the huaan’s shoulder, protect- 
ively, lovingly, reaeabering as he did so McCoy’s parting words. 

“Take care of hia, Spock. He’s hurt and he’s exhausted. Every aan has a breaking point. Endurance has its 
lisits, even for hia.” 

How nach does a pan like this have to pay, Spock wondered, before he will be allowed to be like other nen.. 
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His thoughts were interrupted by the deaanding suasons of the intercos. He reached over and activated the audio, 
leaving the visual switched off, 

Kirk stirred as the caller identified hieself, surprised to find Spock’s ara hugging hia close and his own 
eabrace. He let his hands drop but was grateful that Spock did not release his hold. It was the Andorian 
aebassador, There was sore trouble and Kirk was urgently needed. 

For a sosent he sluaped against Spock in defeat. He was too tired. He couldn’t do the job he had been sent to 
do. 

“Jie? 

He looked into the troubled brown eyes of the Vulcan - the eyes that were an open sirror of the inner feelings, 
A slight saile crossed his face. ‘I’s all right, Spock. 1’ just so tired of egos and pointless bickering and 
seesingly unresolvable probleas.” He got up. ‘God, 1’a so tired...° He stood with his head bowed for a sosent, 
desperately trying to get control of a body and wind that no longer wanted to be controlled. Spock sat in helpless 
silence while Kirk dressed, then he was gone, to a place where only he could deal with the probles, where the Vulcan 
could do nothing to help. 

The hours dragged past and still Kirk did not return, Spock grew increasingly restless as he waited, Kirk was 
like a tense coil, too tightly wound, He didn’t dare let go - too auch was at stake, too auch counted on hia. Yet 
he was going to explode unless sosething could get his to release all the fears and frustrations of the past days. 

As Spock stood looking out the window, a sudden thought came to hia. He reseabered his youth, how his sother 
had ade a big occasion out of a day that seemed to hold great significance to hugans. He somehow doubted if Kirk 
resesvered that it was Christeas Eve on Earth. Suddenly it becase ieportant to hie that he have something for Kirk 
to cose back to instead of just an eapty, lonely rooe. * 


"You wish to purchase a tree?® The look on the gan’s face clearly showed that he thought Spock had taken 
leave of his senses, 

"That is correct. I wish one that is living, preferably green and approxisately two feet in height.° 

"Look, buddy, trees aren’t exactly in ay line..." 

"But you can sell ee one.” 

“Well, yeah, I guess so.° 

Spock received very odd looks as he sade his way back to Federation Headquarters with the small tree under his 
ara, the roots wrapped in a wet cloth and various parcels full of decorations in his hands. But he paid no 
attention, his sind busy on his task, * 


Kirk sat alone in the conference rooa, his sind refusing to accept what had happened. The Andorians had 
storaed out despite his desperate efforts to stop thea. He knew if he went personally to the asbassador he would be 
able to talk hia into coming back, but he just didn’t have the energy. The sorning would do just as well. 

His sind turned to Spock, to the incredible feeling of love and protection he had felt when he had awakened 
earlier cradled in the strength of the Yulcan’s areas. Spock understood as no other aan ever could what he was going 
through. He offered his love and concern and suddenly Kirk wanted to be with hie. He gathered what little resain- 
ing strength he had and left for their rooss, x 


Spock was standing by the s@all tree when Kirk case in. The delicate lights twinkled on its branches, slender 
alien ornasents sparkled in the lights, tiny bells sounding as the heat froa the lights caused thea to gently 
collide with each other, 

Kirk stood frozen in the doorway. For an instant, he was transported to a far away phanet and another tiee. 
His eyes finally left the trem to rest on Spock, who silently stepped forward. 

"Merry Christeas, Jie," 

He knew he was crying. He could feel the tears running down his face and he couldn’t stop thea. Alsost 
instantly Spock was there, strong aras surrounding hia, hugging hie close. 

"Jie, what’s wrong?” 

He couldn’t speak. He shook his head in futility. He held Spock tightly and rested his head on the Vulcan’s 
shoulder until finally the tears stopped. Spock stood gently rocking Kirk in his encircling aras, talking soothing- 
ly. Finally Kirk aanaged to regain control and gently freed hiaself froe Spock’s aras, although he didn’t let go of 
his hands. 

"Spock," he said, his voice choked with eaotion. “All day I have been struggling with unreasonable, violent 
esotions. I thought @ankind had sunk lower than I had thought it possible to sink and then, when I desperately 
needed you, ay friend, you answered ay unspoken cry like this..." 
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Spock’s brown eyes were dangerously full as a tiny saile touched his face. "Your cry waS not as Silent as you 
think, Jia. And gan has not sunk as low as you gay believe. You, after all, still exist..." 

A small smile touched Kirk’s eyes. "As do you, ay friend.” His eyes turned to the tree. “And so does this - 
a living syabol of something that sosehow seeas to bring out the best in all of us.’ 

They sat for along tiae in silence, side by side, watching the twinkling lights. Finally Kirk fell asleep. 
Spock put an are around his shoulder and pulled the huaan close. The soft, silky hair was eussed and had fallen 
forward over Kirk’s face, the face as innocent as that new born baby of the legends. 

"Sleep well, ay friend," said Spock softly. ‘The tree and { shall always be here when you wake.” 
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The dust swirled thickly through the air, choking any creature that dared to draw a breath, Few tried, for 
they were beyond the need. There was a faint stirring from one of the figures - the gold braid of command glinted 
in the small rays of sunlight as the dust slowly settled, The brown hair, normally easily stirred by the slightest 
breeze, was lying close to the skull, aatted with dirt and caked with blood. The aan aade an effort to pull hiaself 
free froa the rubble but the atteapt was useless. The body was too badly damaged to obey the desperate command of 
the aind. Mercifully, the brain could stand no aore and the body stilled. 


Bolt after bolt of high enargy rocked the giant ship, Systeas were overloading, the power drain on the engines 
was reaching the critical stage. The Enterprise was dying, despite all efforts to protect her from the aerciless 
onslaught. 

“Take care of her, Spock,” he had said. “We'll be back in a couple of hours. Routine basiness.” 

Routine, indeed. For Kirk, danger was routine, risk-taking away of life. Spock had argued, vehemently, the 
adaissibility of the Captain’s beaadown to the surface, but tono avail. As usual. Security, with the appropriate 
science personnel, should have coapleted the preliainary survey ~ sans Captain. The Science @fficer was appropriate 
personnel... 

Spock grialy hung onto the command chair. The coaputers had not been able to make sense of any of the data 
that had been fed into it. He had asked Chekov several times for information and each tina the young ensign had not 
been able to coaply. Finally, Spock rose and walked over to the coaputer station. 

"Mr. Chekov, if you would take the tiae to analyze your data, I’a sure you would find tha source of the energy 
bolts!" 

The youthful face hardened under the harsh words of the Vulcan. Spock suddenly stopped, a familiar face 
appearing in his mind, the sage accusing words being hurled. 

"Ho speculation, no inforpation, nothing’ I’ve asked you three tises for inforsation on that thing and 
you've been unable to supply it. Insefficient data is not sufficient, Mr. Spock. You’pe the Science Officer, 
you’re supposed to have suficient data all the tine.” 

Spock remeabered his defense against Kirk’s words, “J’» well aware of that, Captain, bat the copputers 
contain nothing on this phenopenon and the new inforpation is not yet significant.” 

Spock knew he had been hurt by Kirk’s anger - and he knew he had hurt Chekov. Another bolt hit the Enterprise 
and he caught Chekov as he lost his balance. After regaining their feet, Spock turned away, 

“Carry on, Ensign. Do the best you can with the information." 

Chekov drew in a deep breath. ‘Aye, sir.” a 


The dust had settled, covering everything with a thick layer of brown. The sun beat down on the desolate 
scene. The Science Centre was a shattered aeaory - only heaps of rubble lay where the sleek, aodern complex had 
recently stood. 

A harsh cough broke the stillness - lungs being torn apart. Long, ragged gasps sounded between the wrenching 
coughs. Gradually, the breathing was controlled and the coughing stilled. A hand slowly rose to wipe dirt off a 
bruised and bloody face. The aoveaent seemed to exhaust any spare reserves of strength the ean possessed, for the 
hand fell liaply to the earth and was still. * 
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"Mr. Sulu, do we have any aore phaser power?” 

"Negative, Mr. Spock. We’ve exhausted our reserves." 

Spock studied the helasaan in silence. Sulu was too busy trying to hold the shuddering ship to do aore than 
glance at the Vulcan behind hia. 

"Photon torpedoes?" 

"Still operative, sir." 

Spock looked over at Scotty who was staring at hia inhorror. "Mr. Spock, if we try to fire the torpedoes 
we’ll surely overload the engines. We'll be helpless‘* 

"We'll be dead if we don’t, Mr. Scott. We cannot hold out auch longer against the power beaas. I suggest you 
get down to engineering and see if there is any way to increase what little power we have left.” 

"Aye, sir," said Scotty dismally, but promptly left the bridge. 

The compunicator whistled. Spock aosentarily hesitated - it was McCoy’s voice. 

"We have twenty-seven dead down here, Mr. Spock. Can’t you do something to get us out of here?" 

"We are trying, Doctor. I would suggest you apply yourself to running the Sickbay. | aa sure there fs sore 
than enough work for you there." 

The comaunications froa Sickbay were abruptly cut off. Spock sat looking at the console on the chair are. He 
thought of another tiae this had happened - and then, aS now, Jim Kirk was not aboard - he was lost in the 
interspace of the Tholian sector. McCoy had disapproved then, as he did nom, of the tactics that the Vulcan had 
used - risking the ship for one aan. 

“Are you satisfied? Spock, why did you do it?’ 

“The decision to fight was logical. Lack of tise prevented any other course of action. The Tholian ship had 
to be disabled,” 

"You should have known what could have happened - and done everything in your power to safeguard your cre. 
That’s the park of a starship captain - like Jia/’ 

"Like Jia.’ Like the aan he could never becoae ~ the commander he would like to be. A shuddering blast shook 
the bridge, bringing Spock back to the present. * 


Reality was also returning to the survivor on the devastated planet below. Pain-filled hazel eyas opened to 
the stark truth of his situation. He called out, hoping against hope that there was someone else left alive. His 
voice echoed hollowly back in his ears. He lifted hiaself onto his elbows, fighting the rising nausea caused by the 
movement. Fighting it - and failing. Retching violently, he refused to stop struggling to get free. Then, 
exhausted, he Jay still, his body still shaking with dry heaves, the blood from the reopened scalp wound trickling 
down into his eyes. He was too tired to care, too tired to wipe it away. He watched with disinterest as it 
gathered in a small pool beside his head, then sank into the thirsty ground. 


"Spock to Engineering. Mr. Scott, I’]1 need full power in about two ainutes.* 

"Mr. Spock, the engines won’t stand it! They’re already well into the danger zone as it is." 

"Nevertheless, I need full power, Mr. Scott." 

The Vulcan heard the undisguised bitterness in the chief engineer’s voice as he answered. "All right, Mr. 
Spock, you’l1 have it.” 

Spock looked up at Sulu. ‘“Maxiaua spread on torpedoes, Mr. Sulu. Fire when ready.° 

The torpedoes sped on their way, their brilliant flashes on detonation filling the screen. The bridge crew 
sat, no one Saying a word. There was no answering bolt of energy - no movement of any kind. 

"Whatever it was, Mr. Spock, it looks like we got it,” said Sulu. 

Scotty arrived just as Sulu finished speaking, his face gria and his eyes fixed accusingly rs Spock. 

"It’s just as wall the attack was broken, Mr. Spock - we’re helpless. Warp drive is out - the iapulse engines 
are only operating <t quarter efficiency. We’d be dead ducks for anyone now." 

"I doubt if we would be confused with deceased aquatic fowl, Mr. Scott. Lt. Uhura, try to contact the landing 
party.” 

As she tried, Spock was aware of Scotty’s eyes still throwing daggers at hie. This wasn’t the first tise his 
orders had caused massive dapage to Scotty’s engines. And, as before, it was done in an indirect effort to rescue 
the Captain. 

Spock could still see the huge asteroid, the phaser beaas pinpointed on it in a desperate atteapt to divert it 
from the helpless planet. And he could stil] hear Scotty’s angry words when they had failed: 

“Ond don’t ask for any pore warp 9, Nr. Spock. Our star drive is completely burned out. The only thing we 
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have left is tapulse power,’ 

Uhura’s voice interrupted his thoughts. "Mr. Spock, 1 don’t seem to be able to contact the Captain or the 
landing party. 

McCoy heard her as the turbo-lift doors opened, Icy blue eyes locked with unfathomable brown ones. 

“Well, Spock," said McCoy under his breath, aoving down to the cogaand chair. "Was it worth it?" 

Spock did not take his eyes from McCoy’s face. “Keep trying, Lieutenant. * 


The comaunicator beeped again. Kirk fluently cursed the heavy debris which pinned his legs. He could alaost 
reach the comaunicator - straining to the liait he could just touch it with his fingertips. Sharp pain stabbed 
through his back aS he struggled, but he ignored it. Then the comaunicator fell silent. He stared at it nuably, 
then felt hot tears stinging his eyes. He was alone - he waS alive - and he couldn’t let thea know. Mosentary 
panic gripped hia, then he forced himself to think clearly. The Enterprise was there - a rescue party would be 
down to get hia. He only had to hold on until they got there. 


But a landing party would not be going down - not imsediately. A gria group was gathered in the transporter 
room. 

"It’s no good, Mr. Spock. The circuits are coapletely burned out." 

"The shuttlecraft...* 

"The bay doors were damaged by the energy bolts, sir. They won’t operate. * 

"Get arepair teaa on the transporter, Mr. Scott. We’ve got to get down to the planet as soon as possible." 
Spock contacted the bridge on the wall comaunicator, “Lt. Uhura, relay our position to Starfleet along with the 
assessaent of dagages." The seall group broke up. 

Arriving on the bridge, Spock went over to Chekov. “Have you run a sensor sweep of the surface, Ensign?" 

"I’ve tried to, sir, but I don’t think the sensors are working properly. 1 can’t make any sense of the 
readings." 

Spock brushed hia aside and checked the system. Chekov was right - the information was not accurate. Spock 
atteapted to adjust the circuits but had no success, Unaware of Chekov’s gaze, he clenched his fists, knuckles 
growing white under the pressure. Kirk needed help - he wouldn’t let hiaself believe that the captain was dead, but 
as on Tantalus ¥, Scalos, Gideon, he couldn’t communicate, couldn’t send word that he was alive. Spock had to find 
a way to get to hia. He knew those hazel eyes would show no surprise when he turned up, just as they had shown no 
Surprise those other tiaes, had just accepted the fact of his presence. And he knew that Kirk was holding on now, 
waiting for hia. * 


Reality was slippng. Kirk felt hiaself floating, the pain gradually lessening, He was Slowly sinking into 
final oblivion, 

"No!" he Said Savagely. He jerked hiaself up on his elbows. The searing pain quickly replaced the feathery 
clouds in his sind. He lay panting for a few minutes, welcoming the pain alaost as a friend. 

He looked at the coaaunicator laying so innocently just out of his reach. There had to be a way of getting to 
it and reaching the ship - and Spock. He tried to aove his legs - he could only feel one of thea. He pushed as - 
hard as he could, his back Screaming with pain. Sweat ran into his eyes, joining the crusted blood, but still he 
pushed. The communicator becage blurred in a red haze but still he struggled. Then his fingers touched ~ he pushed 
harder. Finally his fingers closed on a corner and he pulled the comaunicator toward hia, tears of pain and relief 
gingling with the sweat and blood, 

Fuabling fingers pulled up the grid and @ welcoaing sound eaitted from the device. He heard a gasping voice 
rasp out - surely not his own! 

“EnCOPPPISEs  eSPOCK econ’ 

Then - blackness. ad 

* 


The technicians confirmed what Spock already knew. The sensors would not work properly until they were entire~ 
ly overhauled - a major repair job. Damage control parties were reporting in from all over the ship. Most areas 
were in operational readiness, They now had impulse power, the transporter might be ready in a couple of hours. 

Starfleet had answered. The Enterprise had encountered a runaway solar beam transfer unit that had been 
designed for the huge faraing colony of Tynat [V, It was constructed to intensify their weak sun’s rays for their 
vast expanse of crops, but it had been sent out of orbit by an asteroid shower and had lodged in orbit around 
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Signia VII - and the powerful star of that system had turned the unit into a killer, 

Spock was in the turbo-lift, heading for the bridge, a tight control clasped on his emotions. He had just left 
McCoy; they had run into each other accidently and Spock knew he had been close to killing the hugan. He should be 
used to McCoy’s irrational behaviour by now, but the Doctor always picked the ost awkward tiaes to shove his 
psychology at hia. 

The turbo-lift doors vanished, iron bars took their place - McCoy had just grasped his are. 

"Do you know why you're not afraid of dying, Spock? You’re pore afraid of living. Every day you stay alive 
is one pore day you night slip - and let your husan half peek out. That’s it, isn’t it? Why, you wouldn’t know 
what to do with a genuine ware, decent feeling.’ 

It had hurt then and it still hurt. Why wouldn’t McCoy leave hia alone? He coped with his conflicting natures 
in the best way he knew how. Jim understood, and never tried to aake hia over into his own likeness. Kirk’s face 
Swaa into his vision, his expression always the same - the mischievous smile which always case before the gentle 
teasing. 

Spock closed his eyes as he felt the turbo-lift start to slow, clearing his aind of the unwanted intrusions. As 
he opened thea, the doors parted and the bridge appeared in his vision. He stepped out just as a crackling signal 
Cage over the comaunications console. He was closer than Uhura. His long, slender fingers pressed down. 

“Enterprise, Spock here.* 

A harsh, ragged voice cage gasping from the planet surface. 

"Enterprises. SpOCkss.” 

That was all. Despite their frantic efforts to re-establish contact, they were unsuccessful. 


The transporter rooa had the coordinates. Spock was ready to go. 

"It’s suicide, Mr. Spock," protested Scotty loudly. ‘“There’s no telling if this thing will work. You might be 
scattered in small pieces all over the planet!" 

"Just make sure it doesn’t happen, Scotty," said a familiar voice. McCoy had arrived during Scotty’s tirade, 
eedical kit slung over his shouler, 

"A shakey transporter is nothing to gamble with, Doctor," said Scotty, starting to back off from the double 
onslaught, 

McCoy grinned. “I have no faith in one that is: working properly - I’ve as little faith in it now." Seeing 
Spock’s rising eyebrow, he continued, “Word spreads fast, Mr. Spock. You’l)] probably need a doctor down there." 

Spock nodded ‘slowly. He would never understand this aan. A few ainutes ago they couldn’t say a civil word to 
each other, but once again Kirk’s need drew thea together, 

They had faced each other in this situation before. 

“IT shall bean down, Doctor. If I's unable to coppanicate, a landing party pay be necessary.” 

“Well, Mr. Spock, if you're going into the lion’s den, you'll need a pedical officer.” 

Spock watched McCoy as he joined hia on the transporter platfora, 

"Well, Spock?* 

His words fro the other time echoed in his mind, 

"Daniel, as I recall, had only his faith, but I welcope your company, Doctor.” 

Brown eyes wet blue ones, all hostility gone from both. He looked over at Scotty. 

"Energize." 

Scotty shook his head glualy but aoved the levers. ; 

The process took an agonizingly long tiae but they finally aaterialized in one piece. Spock contacted the ship 
and inforaed Scotty of the technical probleas which still needed correcting while McCoy scanned the area with his 
tricorder. Readings showed several life foras, 

They ran. * 

McCoy had gone. There were others to be attended. He said he didn’t need help. Spock was sitting beside the 
unconscious fora of his Captain, the pale, bloody head resting in his lap. It had not taken thea long to find hia - 
-had taken even less time for Spock to sove the heavy debris that had buried Kirk’s lower body. McCoy had run a 
quick scan, his face exactly matching the Vulcan’s - his professional anner not betraying any feeling. Some shots, 
another scan - then he and Spock gently rolled Kirk over. The auscular fora was aS liap as arag. McCoy worked 
quickly, Sealing off what was, by this tie, very sluggish bleeding, but from the appearance of the surrounding 
ground it had once been heavy. No words passed between thea. 

Then McCoy stood, wiping sweat and what looked like a tear from his face. He looked at Spock. 
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"We were in tiae." * 


Those words echoed over and over in Spock’s brain. He lifted his hand and wiped soae of the dirt and blood off 
Kirk’s face. This reckless, impulsive huaan - what would have happened if he had died? Spock felt his carefully 
built up barriers cruabling. A hot tear fell and splashed on the bloody cheek. 

He roughly dragged his hand across his eyes, furious at his lack of control, even with no one to see it but 
hiaself, 

A hand touched his face, fingers tracing the path the tear had taken. Hazel eyes, filled with pain but 
softened by a auch greater emotion were looking at hia. Spock took that hand, a saile treabling at the corners of 
his lips, his brown eyes great liquid pools. 

"You’ll be all right, Jim. McCoy’s here." 

Kirk lightly squeezed his hand. He had heard Spock’s words - not the ones he had said but the words that rang 
out between thea: 

"Everything’s all right - we’re together." 
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It began nany @onths ago. No, not really that long agoj it just seems a lifetime to me. [t happened during ay 
last week as a cadet at the Academy, It was then that I first saw hie, 

He was being led down the hall in laughing protest, complaining that he was no longer an instructor at the 
Adadeay but a mighty starship captain and it was beneath his dignity to talk to cadets. He was quickly overruled 
and gave in, oSviously pleased at being asked, despite his putting up a fuss. 

They Say a man instinctively knows how to recognize another man’s strength - he danately realizes the power and 
danger that goes with it, and the inborn ability to command which only a few possess, 

I felt that san’s strength hit like a jolt, as though an electric charge had passed froa hia to me. | found 
myself frozen to the spot, helpless to deal with something I had heard of but never experienced before this aoment, 

He glanced briefly in ay direction but there was no sign that ny presence had registered in any way, My own 
state of mind was too confused to allow any acknowledgement of that look, 

"You’re late for lecture, Mister'” The heavy hand of my class supervisor landed on ay shoulder causing ae to 
jump. Flaming red, I glanced in the Captain’s direction and saw amused syaoathy shining out of his eyes. 

"Come on, Alex, give the poor kic a break,” The voice matched the eyes, the smile alaost instantly breaking 
the comaand image, waking hia seea like a co-conspirator in my trouble. 

"The service requires discipline, Jim,” were the words that rang in oy ears as I was marched off down the hall. 

I saw him later that day with several hundred others, Every word he sai¢ is still clear in ay mind. I knew he 
had nothing prepared, and he had no notes in front of him. He held us all spellbound as he talked about life in 
Starfleet, the responsibilities of representing the Federation throughout the galaxy. 

It was over far too quickly, and he was gone, James 7. Kirk had touched ay life for a brief moment and had 
left an igpact that I had never felt before. 

And I adnit I was disturbed. I was not the type of person to fall under the spell of everyone I met. I had 
never had crushes, no special teachers if anything, I turned cynically in the other direction. Yet for weeks | 
could mot get this man out of my wind. I found myself asking anyone who aight know anything about hia for any sort 
of information - what he was like, his background, his current assignment, anything’! It got to the point where ay 
roommate began to wonder about we, so I stopped. But sy interest in the wan did not fade. 

I saw James Kirk once shortly after graduation. We were on a training mission and had stopped for a few days 
at Starbase 11. My friend Derek and I were on shore leave. We were wandering around the ase when I saw him coming 
out of the hospital complex. He looked strained and tired. He stopped, seeming at a loss as to where to go, but 
then the doors behind hia opened and a Vulcan stepped through. we had coe quite close by then and easily overheard 
their exchange. 

"McCoy says he’s out of danger, Spock. !’m contacting the Terran Embassy; Saa’s son should be brought up at 
hose." 

I watched those dark alien eyes look at Kirk and felt a aomentary flash of anger at the unfeeling features, 
Kirk had obviously been through a lot and looked like he deserved some sympathetic attention, Who was this Vulcan? 

I was aware of Derek at ny elbow, “Hey, what’s the matter with you? Come on, we're going to ve late for the 
beam-up and Rogers will be on our backs again'" ! had not realized that I had stopped and was staring at the two 
men, Nor was Kirk aware of it - he seemed lost in some private grief. But the Vulcan «new. His eyes had shifted 
frog Kirk to ae and I knew that I had somehow been registered into that brain, that my image would never be forgott- 
en, { felt threatened by the thought. 
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My training days ended, I was now a full-fledged ensign ready to start at the bottom of the heap. Unlike many 
of ny classmates, | was immediately assigned to a starship and I dreaded the assignment. The ship was the USS 
Enterprise, Her Captain was James Kirk and his First Officer was the Vulcan, Spock. 

It had been some time Since ay encounter with the captain and Mr. Spock on Starbase i, but the sight of the 
Vulcan’s unfathomable expression as I watched Kirk was seared into my memory. I felt that the alien knew about the 
powerful hold that Kirk had on me, and [ was uncomfortable with the idea that soaehow he understood why - and [| 
didn’t. 

I was determined to be good at ny work. If I was going to be on board Kirk’s ship he was never going to have 
any reason to question my ability. I was assigned as an assistant in medical services and ay Superior was a Dr, 
Leonard McCoy. Froa our first aeeting I liked him. He was gruff but friendly enough and seemed to be the aost 
unmilitary man I had ever met. He was also astern taskmaster and I quickly learned to be on ay toes, But he 
always seened pleased with ay work and, sneaking a peek at sy records, I discovered that he had put in a recompenda- 
tion for an early promotion 

For several months life went on with no complications. Then Rigellian fever struck the ship and we did not 
have nearly enough antitoxin to combat it. 

I had been on my feet for two days trying to prepare a synthetic substitute for ryetalyn when McCoy cage into 
the lab accompanied by the Vulcan, I tried very hard to be inconspicuous. 

But the body grows careless when denied sleep, and the culture I was working on dropped from my hand with a 
loud clatter. As J bent to retrieve it, I dislodged a large jar which spattered its contents all over the floor. | 
was inconspicuous no longer. 

The Vulcan’s eyes were on ae - I Saw a momentary look of recollection, then the dark depths were fathoaless. 
McCoy, looking alaost as tired as I felt, simply told se to clean up the mess and then get to bed. There was no use 
trying to work in sy condition, 

I slept the sleep of the dead. Several days later the epidemic had been halted and we were on our way to our 
next assigngent. 

Making ay way to the lab I passed McCoy. He did not appear to notice ae and was muttering something that 
sounded like, “damned Vulcan", { stared after him but he didn’t slow down and soon disappeared around a bend in the 
corridor, 

{ decided to take a short cut down the ladder, so got off the turbolift at Deck &. As I passed the Captain’s 
quarters the door opened anc the Yulcan cape out. I caught a glimpse of a gcld-clad figure collapsed at the desk, 
Then the door slid shut and I was face to face with a cold glare, | had seen something I was not meant to see, | 
met Spock’s look and found syself hating hia. I felt that whatever had happened aust have been his fault, otherwise 
why would McCoy have been damning him, and why was Kirk in the condition he was? For all his strength, Kirk carried 
an air of vulnerability that cried out for someone who understood, and that was something that Spock could never 
give him. But I could, I knew I could, given the chance. i dared the Yulcan then. I met his stare head on and | 
xnow that he saw my threat 

You have no clais on hia, Yaican’ ay mind screamed. Your race denies eaotion, You couldn’t possibly under- 
stand hin, know his feelings, his needs, 

They said that Spock possessed telepathic powers. He may not have been able to read ny mind that day, but I aa 
Sure ay expression conveyed ay thoughts. A funny look flickered across his face but was gone before I had a chance 
to wonder what it meant. Then he, too, was gone. 

Fron that aoment on I decided to become indispensible, ay youth not permitting me to realize that no one can 
attain that impossible height. Previously I had avoided landing parties, shying away from any contact with Kirk 
unless it could not be helped. I was honestly scared by ny feelings. Each time I was in his presence I felt as 
though I was drawn by a magnet. I also saw that it was not noticed, 

Kirk was indeed an extraordinary aan. There were 439 people aboard his ship and he could call each person by 
name, Most of them could also be labeled by occupation and what section of the ship they worked in. He had the 
ability to make everyone under his command feel special. He did not minimize the isportance of anyone’s contribu~ 
tion, no matter how large or saall. I also discovered that he put no nan ahead of any other - except for the 
Vulcan, 

Spock was special to him and he stated it by not being obvious about it. But as I grew more familiar with him, 
as our increased contact on landing parties and briefings nade se more aware of the man and his habits, I learned to 
recognize the signs - the looks, the gestures, each question, each decision arrived at after an almost hidden 
exchange with the Vulcan. And I burned. Spock had something I wanted badly. It made me try all the harder. 

I thought ay motive was unnoticed, my feelings well-controlled. I had not reckoned with the keen observation 


109 


of ay Superior. 

I was working late, finishing the reports on the materiais we had gathered on Salundia. The biological surveys 
had shown promising reports of a potentially new supply of Yagun, a vital drug in the treatment of Bisyndencephalit- 
is, an increasingly common disease of the central nervous system and deadly if not treated in time, { vaguely heard 
the lab doors open but didn’t pay any attention. The resulting silence finally caused se to look up. 

McCoy was leaning against a lab table, his keen blue eyes boring into se. As [I lifted ny head his expression 
changed, but I knew that he didn’t like what he saw. 

"Y’all are puttin’ in a heap of overtime, Ensign,’ he drawled in a voice 1 had already learned meant he was 
covering up strong esotions under the calm exterior. "Maybe you should consider private enterprise ~ a man can get 
pretty rich that way," 

I auabled something vague and bent back over ay work. 

He was silent, but I was uncoafortably aware of his presence. Finaliy I could stand it no longer. "Do you 
have something to say, Doctor?” My voice sounded angry even to ay ears. “If not, I have work to do...sir'" 

He looked a bit surprised, then shifted his weight onto his feet and walked over to where I was working. 

“Yes, I do want to say soa@ething.” His eyes were hard and I instantly knew what he was going to say. “Your 
animosity toward Spock is starting to interfere with the harmony and efficiency of the research personnel assigned 
to landing parties, You haven’t said a civil word to hia in two weeks..." 

I could feel ay face redden but I knew better than to interrupt. 

"I don’t know what’s going on between the two of you but it can’t continue. You’re one of the best nen I’ve 
ever had working under me and I don’t want to lose you, but this attitude’s got to stop...” 

"Has Spock complained about me?” [ interrupted. “Has he coaplained about me or about ay work? Has the Cap... 
Captain..." I stumbled over the word and saw his eyes change aS a new thought seemed to enter his mind. I grew 
more ill at ease under his scrutiny. He was starting to put two and two together and I could see he wasn’t happy 
with what they were adding up to. The silence began to stretch out into an uncomfortable length. Finally he spoke. 

"You’re treading on dangerous ground, Ensign, and in a place you don’t and can’t ever belong. Try to understand 
the world those two sen inhabit, then taxe a look at yourself. Do it for your own sake!" 

Then he was gone and I was left staring at 3 closed door. 

After that I was nore aware of both Spock and McCoy. Every action : nade seened to underline sy growing 
obsession with Kirk, But if he was aware of it Se gave no sign. I tried to te civil to Spock and must have succeeded 
for McCoy did not speak to se about it again. 

And to ay pleasure, kirk seemed to Se starting to reiy on ay presence. 4a degan to turn to me for information 
as we carried out our assignments, and occasionally ! would look over in triumph at the Vulcan but I never got the 
satisfaction of seeing him anything but expressioniess 

I thought 1t wight go on ike this forever, but a showdown was ineyitapie. And it cane sooner than I expected 

Jancinta was a small pianet ina far corner cf the quadrant we were patroling. We were heading there to 
complete the data started by previous survey expeditions, and $9 see what progress “ad been nade in the deve!opirent 
of the Jancintan culture and civilization. A small party beaned down in native costume ~ the Captain, Mr, Spock, 
anthropologist Marstan, and ae, Our destination was a sail village a short distance from our beandown point. 

We were welcomed by the villagers and sade to feel at hone, I found myself admitting to a grucging respect for 
Spock; Kirk was a perfect diplomat and Spock the perfect foil, probing where it would be impossible for Kirk to try, 
If any toes were stepped on it would be done by him, leaving Kirk free of stain. 

When we turned in for the night, I could tell that Kirk was pleased with what we ad found. We would do some 
more exploring the next day, then beam back up to the ship, Sleep came quickiy to all of us except Spock, who, as 
usual, sat meditating. For all I knew he never slept. 

We had been asleep for a couple of hours when a sudden alarm from Spock had us on our feet. Raiders fron a 
Neighboring village had planned their attack well, and we would have died where we slept if Spock tad not been 
awake. 

We were vastly outnuabered. Marstan was killed alncst immediately, The Captain was managing to hold his own, 
I disposed of my nearest assailant and saw Spock slowly staggering forward under the weight of his attackers. I 
started for hia, foolishly letting ay attent:on stray for a moment to Kirk, and only toc late saw the flash of the 
blade. [ moved as quickly as I could but too late to entirely miss the knife’s thrust. i fell to the floor, unable 
to move 

Kirk saw Spock’s helplessness almost at the sane moment [ did. With a tremendous effort he freed hiaself fron 
his attachers and hurled hiaself into the middle of the large group holding Spock. I watched, helpless, as they 
were both beaten senseless, Then darkness ciaimed me. 
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"What will they do to our friend?* The face and voice showed no expression, the dark eyes masking any show of 
feeling, 

"It is best not to ask such things,” said the village leader. "You will not see hia again." 

I held ay peace as Spock helped se back to the hut, but when he started to contact the ship, I exploded. "What 
about the Captain, Mr. Spock? He’s in trouble - he could already be dead! Are we just going to leave hia? Is that 
all he means to you?" 

His eyes met mine over the communicator. "My feelings are not open for discussion, Ensign. Your duty is to 
obey orders, nothing more." I stood fuming while he talked to Mr. Scott, then J found ayself on the ship’s trans- 
porter platform - alone. McCoy was there with a medical team. He took one look at ne. 

"Sickbay, Mister. Right now!" 

"But the Captain... ‘ 

"Now!" 

The voice was to be obeyed, and | did. 

So J was there when Kirk was brought in. Spock was with him, No one paid any attention to me lying in the 
corner. They were both bloody, and from where | was I could not tell how badly Kirk was hurt. They disappeared 
‘into another room and the silence echoed around ey seall corner. Eventually Christine Chapel cage out. 

"How’s...7" 

"He’1]1 be all right,” she said, a smile of relief on her face, “but it will take a while. Appareantly he was 
being used as a sacrifice to appease their gods. Fortunately Mr. Spock arrived before they got very far..." She 
broke off as McCoy came through the doorway and aoved over to ae. 

"I see Christine is giving out the gory details," he Said with a seile. “How are you feeling?" he continued, 
switching the panel over ay bed. He frowned slightly as he watched the arrows settle, then smiled again as he 
looked down at me, “Nothing a little more blood won’t fix up." He turned to Christine and ordered another unit of 
whole blood. He watched her move away, then turned back to ae, "You all right?" 

I knew he didn’t mean ay wound, and ! didn’t know how to answer. 

He looked at ae a aoment longer, then said in quiet anger, “Don’t you ever give up?" and walked away before | 
had a chance to answer, 

1 was out of Sickbay before Kirk, While 1 was there my jealousy of Spock grew as I saw how ouch tiae he spent 
with Kirk, and how auch his presence aeant to the Captain. McCoy was aware af ay feeling but left ae to arque with 
myself, He released ne after a few days with a final word of warning. 

So life went on as before - { watched Kirk and avoided Spock where I could. McCoy watched ae but I gave his 
no further cause for concern. 

The weeks passed. Kirk recovered and took command back from the Vulcan, He commended ne for ay actions on 
Jancinta and I flushed, partly out of embarrassment and pride, partly from shage, since Spock had obviously not told 
hia of sy behavior after Kirk’s capture. I wondered at this, but Spock gave no hint as to why he had oamitted it. 

This sade me curious and I started to watch Kirk and Spock sore closely 1n those quiet tines they spent 
together. Not as I had before when I was trying to plot ways of getting ayself between thea, but to see what it was 
that McCoy meant when he said there was no rooe for ae there. 

The days passed and I watched, not really understanding what it was I was looking for. What was beginning to 
register was that although | deliberately tried to be rude to the Vulcan, there was no retaliation from Spock. No 
matter how great the snub I eanaged to impart he did not answer it, nor was sy behavior reported. Occasionally | 
would see a brief look almost akin to sorrow in the dark eyes, then nothing, What was it that the Vulcan knew about 
ae that I didn’t know myself? I started to do some serious thinking, 

We were charting new areas of space and the dangers of the unexplored regions were many. The scientific teams 
were spread out all over the ship doing experimental work necessary to analyze the sensor readings that were being 
fed into the coaputers. 

I was working in one of the pods. Spock was assisting the experiment at his own request and, although | 
disliked him, I found him to be remarkably efficient. He always seeaed to anticipate ny next move, 

What happened will always remain hazy in my mind. I reaenber the shrieking alara of red alert and the words 
"ion store". I heard the Captain’s voice, calm but urgent, come over the intercon. Then the world exploded. | 
felt strong aras surround ae and ay body huried into waiting hands. J must have blacked out for a few ainutes 
because I woke to find ayself lying on ay back with M’Benga hovering over me, Then someone was gently laid down 
beside ne and I heard McCoy’s voice, 

*M’Benga, over here!" I knew it was Spock who was lying there so deathly still. I pushed ayself up on one 
elbow and was immediately conscious of two things - the driven flow of green blood running from the Vulcan’s teaple, 
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and the anguished look on Kirk’s face as he knelt over hia. I will never forget that look. It airrored the briet 
glimpses of sorrow I had seen in Spock’s eyes. I think that was the first tine I really let myself begin to under- 
stand what they aust share. I was being lifted onto a stretcher. Kirk stood up and came over. 

"Are you all right?" he asked. 

I nodded. “Thanks to Spock, or I would be dead for sure. He didn’t have to stay, He could have nade it out - 
he was outside the pod..." As I spoke his eyes grew bright and he nodded 

"That’s Spock,” he said simply. “It always has been.” 

I had the entire night to think about those words, Spock was in surgery for along time. McCoy assisted 
M’Benga and the Captain paced in and out. I lay silent, unnoticed, as the larger drama unfolded. Etched forever in 
ay mind is the image of Kirk as McCoy told him that Spock would live. The tense suscles gave and he sank down into 
a chair, his head bowed. McCoy’s hand on Kirk’s shoulder told ae all I needed to know about his understanding of 
that unique friendship. I now understood his warning. He had not geant to hurt re, he had meant to protect ae fror 
hurt. Despite the possible grief that always hung like a dark shadow over those two men, they dared to open thea- 
selves to the dangers that came with such a friendship. 

I transfered from the Enterprise shortiy after that. I had finally begun to growup. I went with a good 
record, high recommendations, and total silence from the one aan who could have destroyed it all by reporting ay 
insubordinate behavior. 

And 1 left as auch an outsider as 1 had been when I arrived. But I had seen something that few men are ever 
privileged to witness, and I was now free to seek it for ayself, 
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The gan standing at the end of the long table looked uncomfortable. His coam@ander’s dark eyes had been boring 
into hia for the past several minutes and the tension was building. Finally he spoke, “He gave you no information? 
No reason at all for being here?” 

"Only that he was on leave and he fully intended to do nothing but sleep in the sun." 

The #an seated at the head of the table frowned. "One of Starfleet’s most illustrious officers does not come 
to an out of the way planet like Laun only to sleep, He aust know something, or at least suspect we are here.* He 
tapped his fingers on the table in front of his, trying to see the problem from all possible directions. The others 
waited in respectful silence. Finally he looked up. “Jarret, stay close to hia. Let us know his every ove. Be 
ready for eligination." * 


Jarret swallowed with some difficulty. He had not been with the Brondi long, but he had grown up with the 
stories of the Brondi and their impossible assassinations. No one had ever cose close to capturing a member of the 
group and no outsider knew who they were or where they came from - they knew only their name. He had passed their 
Stringent initiation with high garks and, unknown to hia, the commander had aarked hia as a special agent, one who 
could be trusted to obey the aost dangerous orders, and survive. This would be the first big test of his ability. 
Jarret was going to handle it by himself. From what he had heard about the san he was being sent to watch, Jarret 
would need every bit of his skill, * 


The object of the Brondis’ concern was just awakening. He was taking his tine, deliberately holding the 
reality of the daylight at ara’s length. On the Enterprise he could not allow hiaself the luxury of laziness; he 
Was enjoying it to the fuilest. Finally, reluctantly, he opened his eyes. Glancing at the rooa’s chronometer, he 
saw he had slept a solid twelve hours. A fleeting saile crossed his lips. It had been gwonths since he’d last 
managed that - too many things had been happening recently to allow it. He was usually lucky to get half that 
amount, Lazily he rolled over. Now he had an entire week to sleep, seven days before the Enterprise would be 
back to pick hie up. 

He caught a gliapse of hiaself in the mirror across the room and was thankful that he didn’t look as haggard as 
he had the night before. He silently thanked Spock for suggesting that he leave the Enterprise and spend a few 
days on Laun, His first officer would take the supplies to Alta VI and pick Kirk up on the way back, 


Laun waS a Small planet, a bit off the normal travel lanes and, because of that fact, did not have a very large 
population. But it was beautiful} there were many lakes and woods, and the planet had almost ideal weather. Since 
they were passing very near to it on their course to Alta VI, it had been no trouble to divert and drop Kirk off, 

McCoy had felt very saug as he watched the captain disappear in the sparkle of the transporter. He had been 
prepared to order medical rest leave had Kirk put up an argue@ent, but for once he had not even aurmured a protest. 

It had been a conspiracy between McCoy and Spock. Kirk had been exhausted. The senior officers had been given 
rest leave after their ordeal on Platonius - all but Kirk. He had been appointed to the peace delegation sent to 
Wantu - over McCoy’s protests. And the Enterprise had received her new orders as soon aS he had returned from the 
long weeks of tedious, delicate negotiations, 

Together Spock and McCoy had maneuvered Kirk into the Sickbay, Kirk had arrived for a drink, been treated to a 
physical and the results handed to his. As he sat there silently looking at the report, Spock had suggested a vaca-~ 
tion on Laun, Kirk had agreed and as soon as he had signalled his safe arrival at his destination, the Enterprise 
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had continued on her way. or 


The small lodge where Kirk was staying was alaost empty. Not exactly the tourist season at a highly popular 
resort, he thought as he entered the dining room. The room was large, its huge windows allowing sunlight to fill 
the area. Just inside the door sat an elderly couple at a small table} they smiled pleasantly at him as they 
exchanged greetings. The only other occupants were a group of children, accompanied by two adults, in the far 
corner, His eyes took them in, unconsciously appreciating one of the women. He settled himself by the window and 
ordered a large breakfast. As he ate, he despaired over the food processors on the ship. There was no way 
synthetic food could come close to comparing to the real thing. 

His eyes wandered back to the children. They were remarkable quiet. He smiled to himself, Probably just 
obedient, he thought. I’s too used to Peter and his wild antics. He becage absorbed in his meal and the scenery 
and forgot about the others. 

He was Still eating when the children and their escorts left. Kirk heard a sound beside his table and glanced 
up. One saall boy had stopped in front of him and he found himself staring into the largest, darkest eyes he had 
ever seen. With a start he found the eyes strangely familiar. The yearning look, half-concealed in the depths of 
those eyes, was the same one that he often caught in Spock’s in those moments when the Vulcan thought he was not 
being observed. He smiled gently at the child but the expression didn’t change; the dark eyes seemed to peer into 
his very soul, . 

"Tad, don’t bother the gentleman,” 

Kirk was absorbed in looking at the boy and hadn’t heard anyone approach. Looking up, he was suddenly 
conscious of blonde hair, bronzed skin, and amused blue eyes. He stared at her for a agment. Seeing her close up, 
she looked vaguely familiar although he was sure he had never aet her before. Realizing that he was staring, he 
flushed slightly and rose to his feet. 

"He’s not bothering ae at all. It’s been a long tige since I’ve had a face to face objective appraisal from 
anyone less than a Fleet Adairal." 

She laughed and he i@aediately decided he liked her very much. The ti@bre of her laugh suited the slight 
whisper that went with her voice. He smiled, and looked down at the boy. "Well, it seeas we’ll have to say 
goodbye," There was no response from the bov. kirk looked up, his eyebrows lifted in an unspoken question, The 
girl’s face sobered slightiy, but she was still smiling when she spoke. 

"Tad’s one of our special people, and yverv precious to all of us," &s she spoke, she put a protective are 
around the sail shoulders. Kirk was aware that she did not want to go further with her explanation with the boy 
standing there. 

"That aust be a very honored position, Jt was nice to meet you, Tad.” He remained standing as the girl and 
small boy walsed out hand in hand, Tad still not taking his eyes from Kirk until they had disappeared outside. 

Their exchange did not go unnoticed. Jarret had deen watching thea. Seeing that Kirk was finished with his 
meal, Jarret slipped back to his position behind the manager’s desk. de was working there quietly when Kirk 
strolled out of the dining roon 

"Good morning, Captain. { trust you slept well." 

Kirk spiled. “You weren’t joking when you said it was the best rooa in the house. I haven’t slept that well 
in months.” 

"T’a pleased to hear that, sir. Is there anything I can do to heip you plan your day?" 

"No. I think I’m just going to poke around. I saw from aap in my room that there are plenty of hiking 
trails. I think I’11 just take a long walk.’ 

"A splendid idea, sir. The woods are especially lovely this tiae of year.” : 

Kirk left the lodge. As he walked down the path a faint frown crossed his face, Sopething’s strange here. 
he thought to himself. That pan’s attitude 25 all wrong. He’s a big, sinewy person, obviously a prodaee of 
intense physacal training. What’s he doing behind a desk? He certainly doesn’t belong there. And his speech seens 
unnatural - forced - as if he were putting on an act. But why? He shrugged. He was being too suspicious. It was 
obvious that he’d been too long without leave if hotel managers were getting to hia! Still, he’d always found that 
his instincts should be listened to} his uncanny sixth sense had often saved him, that sense that he explained away 
as a ’hunch’, He would keep that aan’s nane in his mind and when he got back to the Enterprise, he would look hia 
up in the computer banks. His nave 2s Jerrod? Ho. that isn’t right. It started with a ’J’. &h, yes, Jarret; 
that’s it, Hr. Jarret. 

He turned and looked back at the lodge, It was nestled in a pine wood} the dappled sunlight accented the cosy 
setting and subdued architecture. The elderly couple he had met at breakfast were strolling on the lawn, Another 
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man was sitting on a bench just outside the door in the shadows, his features not easily distinguishable from where 
Kirk was standing. 

The aan was not there by accident. Until his orders changed, the man would always be there, discreetly 
following, listening, watching. Kirk would do nothing, See no one, without that aan knowing. He would be a second 
shadow, 

As Kirk turned and disappeared into the woods, his shadow silently stood and followed, Jarret watched until 
they were long out of sight, then turned and went up the stairs to Kirk’s room. He quietly let himself in and 
looked around, 

From his years of living on Federation vessels, Kirk had learned the habit of tidiness. Everything in the room 
was organized, aaking Jarret’s task of searching his belongings a great deal easier, but he found little of value. 
Kirk was traveling light and seemed to have nothing of interest to anyone but himself, Nevertheless, Jarret took 
aicroprints of everything, in case there was something he did not recognize that might make sense to soaeone else, 
Leaving the room exactly as he had found it, he went * downstairs to command headquarters. 


Kirk was lost in the peacefulness of the woods. He had given up any thoughts of using the walk for exercise 
and strolled along the sun-spotted path, letting his senses drink in the tranquillity of his surroundings. There 
was No noise, no disturbance, just the sound of the wind @oving gently through the branches high above his head. 
Rounding a curve in the path, he ca@e upon a small lake surrounded by rocks and trees, the sun reflecting on the 
slightly rippled surface, the breeze stirring the water to gentle ovement. He sat on a rock by the edge of the 
water for a few minutes, watching the pattern of the waves as they flowed toward the shore, Finally, unable to 
resist, he pulled off his boots and rolled up his trousers. It had been a long time since he had paddled ‘out in a 
lake and the thought was irresistible. 

The water was cool and the ground gave beneath his feet like soft velvet. He found himself dancing around, 
splashing at the water with his hands, and laughing. He felt like a small boy again. 

He saw he wasn’t alone. Again, dark eyes were looking at him from the same serious face that he had found so 
disturbing earlier that morning, For aridiculous aoment he felt like a guilty child caught doing something he 
wasn’t supposed to be doing. Shaking off the feeling, he returned the look. 

"Hello, Tad. Are vou supposed to be here by yourself?" 

No answer. Kirk smiled and waded out of the lake. Retrieving his boots, he pulled thea on and rolled his 
pants down over thea. The whole process was soleanly watched by the young boy. 

"Well," said Kirk, “what do we do now? Will you take me to..." He broke off, suddenly realizing that he 
didn’t know the name of the blonde girl who had ben with Tad and had no idea where to start looking, Maybe if they 
went back to the lodge, the anager would know where to find her. 

"Cone on, let’s get you back to where you belong.” He held out his hand, but there was no answering gove. He 
Slowly squatted down. "We can’t stay here all day. [t’s almost lunchtiae. Aren’t you getting hungry? I know I 
ag, Why don’t we go back to the lodge and get some ice crea@ or something? I’d like a really gooey sundae nyself." 

Again he held out his hand, this time without getting up, Slowly, almost like a frightened animal, Tad 
approached hia. Kirk waited quietly while a small hand hesitantly reached out and timidly took hold of his. Again 
the look froa the depths of those dark eyes reminded Kirk of his first officer. Nhat could this spall child know 
of life that would force hiv so far frop hupan contact? What would sake his feel so apart? Kirk had had little to 
do with children; his lifestyle had kept his away from forming the usual family unit. He wasn’t sure what to do 
now, how to break through to find the boy under the hard surface. 

He stood up slowly. Tad’s grip tightened fiercely as he moved. The boy seesed to be afraid of losing Kirk 
once he had taken the big step of making contact. Together they turned and started back down the trail, Kirk care- 
fully patching his strides to the small child walking beside hia. He felt responsible for the little fellow and 
wished there was something he could do to communicate with his. ? 

She watched them emerge from the woods, the small hand firmly clasped in the larger one. She nodded slightly 
to herself. Yes, the strength she had seen earlier that morning was not imagined. This pan is not afraid to be 
friends with a child, She saw hiw look down at Tad and had an opportunity to study him more closely without his 
noticing. 

He was plainly dressed, the dark shirt and tan pants obviously of good quality but not showing any of the 
extreaes that were so fashionable in sowe parts of the galaxy. His air of quiet authority and self-assurance were 
subtly present, both in his movements and expression. She could sense her curiosity stirring. Who was he? Obviously 
he was here by hiaself; he had been alone at breakfast and now he had only Tad accompanying hia. A slight smile 
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crossed her face aS she laughed at herself, It had been several years since she had last looked at a man aS a aan 
and not aS a colleague or a patient. She wondered briefly at her feelings. She saw the man and boy drawing near, 
and unconsciously straightened her tunic. 

Kirk noticed her and changed direction. He could feel Tad starting to trail behind a bit. He smiled as he 
cane up and she felt her heart puap in the same erratic way it had done earlier in the dining room. She returned 
his saile and looked at the small boy who was clinging to his knee, 

"IT see you’ve found a friend.® 

"He aust have seen ae leave the lodge, and followed me," said Kirk. 

She nodded, but her mind didn’t seea to register what he said. "You’re the first person he’s touched in over a 
year,” she Said almost to herself, Noting Kirk’s look of Surprise, she continued. “Tad iS Somewhat of a loner - he 
doesn’t like contact with anyone.” She seeaed reluctant to say anything further. 

“Well,” said Kirk, freeing his leg but taking Tad’s hand again, “I promised his we would make contact with a 
very large, gooey Sundae in the dining room, if that’s all right. Would you like to join us?" 

"It’s a great idea, and I accept the invitation,” she said laughing, “although I think I will stick to coffee 
and let you men get down to the gooey stuff." She reached for Tad’s other hand but he disappeared behind Kirk’s 
leg. Smiling an apology, Kirk led the way indoors. He was looking forward to the treat. After all, it wasn’t 
every day he indulged in an ice cream sundae. McCoy would probably have a fit! 


The shadow came in shortly after they entered the dining room. He glanced at Kirk as he passed the doorway, a 
frown crossing his face when he saw with whom the starship captain was sitting. Then he saw Jarret at the desk and 
went over. 

"You saw who he’s with?" 

Jarret nodded. "Where did they meet?” 

"Just outside the woods. He had the boy with hia, They stood talking for a few minutes, then cage in here." 
He looked toward the dining roos, running a hand over his face, and turned back to Jarret. "You'd better see the 
comaander about this. I think we’re in for trouble.” 

Jarret looked at him for a aonent, nodded, and slipped out from behind the desk. "Keep following hia. [711 be 
back aS soon as I can," * 


The dishes in front of them were empty, She didn’t know who looked more satisfied - the man or the boy. 
Finishing her coffee, she stood up. Kirk rose at the sage moment and reached across the table, lightly touching her 
ara, "Do you have to go?” 

"I’m afraid I have to take Tad back to the Compound.” Seeing Kirk's crestfallen look, she relented. “But | 
haven’t had lunch yet - and you really haven’t either,” ste said, looking at the empty ice creaa dishes. “Would you 
like to come with us?” 

Kirk felt a small arn wrap itself around his leg. Looking down, he saw the dark eyes once again fixed on his 
face, Reaching down, he hoisted Tad onto his shoulders and turned to her. “{ accept your invitation." Smal! hands 
clung onto his hair as they left the dining roon. 

The main doors were still swinging gently as they entered the lobby. by the tine they made it through onto 
the veranda, the aan was snoozing in one of the large chairs. He watched them as they aoved down the stairs, then 
Silently got up and followed thea. * 


The Compound turned out to be an advanced center for the treataent of child disorders. They. dropped Tad off at 
his room, or rather she peeled hia off, and then she and Kirk went to lunch. ne 

After they were seated, he looked at her with a rueful grin. "You know, I’ve been terribly rude. I don’t even 
know your name." 

"Nor I yours,’ she said. “I's Jenny Dores. My profession 15 medicine. I’a doing advanced studies in mental 
health. I’m here for a year} nine months have already passed, I like reading, Swiaming, and a certain anount of 
tine to ayself. I have two brothers and a sister - no husband. My parents are retired and live on Earth. I’s the 
youngest, but I’m not going to tell you ay age. Did I leave anything out?" 

Kirk laughed. "I don’t think you could have. I’ve rarely heard such a conplete introduction.” He looked at 
her speculatively for a few moments. “You said vour name is Dores. That’s a pretty famous nage in diplomatic 
circles. Would you happen to have arelative named Mark?” Her face clouded slightly for a reason he could not 
discern. He continued hastily. “I set a Mark Dores on Wantu and you resemble hia a great deal. And, before you 
coma3t yourself, I liked hia.” 
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Jenny smiled a little. “Yes, he’s ay brother. But you don’t look auch like a politician..." 

Kirk’s eyebrows lifted and a quiet chuckle crinkled his eyes. ‘No, I’m not, thank heaven. I don’t think I 
could ever be devious enough to qualify! But you’re very open for living in a political family. How do you know 
I’m a man of honor? I could have evil intentions.” 

A serious look crossed her face. "Tad trusts you. Children sense things aore than adults. You’re the first 
person he’s opened hiaself to since he case,” She threw her serious mood aside and good huaor glinted from her 
eyes, “But I’m getting away from the introductions. 1 still don’t know who or what you are, except that you’re not 
the boogie aan." 

“Jia Kirk. My profession is military. I’m pursuing R & R and I!’s here for one week, one day of which has 
already passed. I like reading, chess, and..." his face softened visibly, "...an attractive woman.” 

She blushed but didn’t drop her gaze. “Isn’t Laun rather off the nor@al route for a week’s vacation?” 

"Blame ay first officer, He literally pushed me out the door." 

"First officer? Then you’re a...” But of course, she thought. That explains his air of authority, She 
had met powerful men both in her parent’s home and in her profession, and this man had many of those same qualities. 
But he also had a gentleness that she had never seen before in a man and found herself attracted by it. 

His answer brought her back to the present. “USS Enterprise," he said with a grin. 

"But that’s a Constitution-class starship!" 

Kirk nodded, his smile growing wider as he noted her confusion following her outburst. “Someone has to aake 
sure the ship gets steered in the right direction,” 

“I’@ sorry," she apologized. ‘! didn’t mean to sound so stupid. But, to let out a deep, dark secret, ships 
fascinate me. I was teapted to join the service once, but I got sidetracked into aedicine. I’ve heard all sorts of 
stories about starship captains, but I’ve never met one before.” 

"And I’?1] bet you’re disappointed to find that they’re merely human." 

She looked at the hazel eyes and thought to herself. Hupen, aaybe, but not just ’werely’. She felt a bit 
foolish by the effect he was having on her - cool, sensible Jenny. She shook herself mentally and concentrated on 
what Kirk was Saying. He was talking about Tad. 

"He arrived here about a year ago. His parents were both university professors - brilliant people. So’s Tad 
for that matter - One day he arrived at school with a note pinned to his coat saying that his parents didn’t like 
being responsible for his, and that they had left. Tad could do what he liked with his life. He was five at the 
time. Apparently he had been a loving child, but not loved in return. Then this coaplete rejection. He withdrew 
into hiaself, and no apount of therapy seemed to do any good. He was sent here as a last resort, as are all our 
kids.” 

Kirk’s face grew gri# as he listened to Jenny talk. She caught a gliapse of the iron that forged his command 
image. His voice was quiet when he spoke, but she could sense the anger behind the words. “There can’t be any 
excuse for anyone treating a child like that, especially his own parents!" Then a puzzled look came over his face 
as something she said struck hia. ‘“He’s very small. [ would have thought hia to be only about four.” 

"No, he’s seven now, but he is tiny. I don’t think he’s grown at afl in the time I’ve known him. But some 
kids do that. He’!! spurt up one of these days. You probably did." 

The devastating smile was back. ‘I’m still waiting for the last two inches. Six feet seeas such a good 
height." 

And I’1l bet you could care less, she thought. Qutwardly she smiled, but said nothing. 

"I thought all the Dores were in politics," said Kirk. “What brings you to Laun?" 

Jenny told hia of her plans to go into the diplomatic service until the day she had gone with a friend to visit 
a younger brother, brain-damaged, at a state institution, and how the experience had changed her life. Now her 
world was filled with those children who had no one else. Graduate studies had brought her to Laun where the Tolby 
Center was located. There were centers all through the galaxy for the treatment of child disorders, but they did 
not have Dr. Alex Tolby at their head. The results he achieved with mental illnesses were nothing short of 
phenomenal. She felt very fortunate to have the opportunity to work with hia. 


When lunch was finished, they went their separate ways. Jenny went back to work, and Kirk started back to the 
lodge with every intention of sleeping away the afternoon. 

His sense of uneasiness was back. Walking down the trail leading away from the Compound, Kirk had the feeling 
of being followed. Several tiaes he stopped abruptly and was sure he sawthe amovenent of a shadow. Mhy would 
anyone follow ae? It doesn’t sake sense, 

When he got back to the lodge, the sain desk was empty. He ran lightly up the stairs and ducked into a dark 
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alcove just down froa his room. A lithe figure followed and went to the door of Kirk’s room. He seemed to be 
listening for something as he stood there. From his hiding place, Kirk had a good view of him. The gan seeaed 
ordinary enough: light brown hair, plain features, medium height - the sort of person who would make no impression 
on you if you glanced at him, Why is he here? What does he want? 

The man stayed only a moment, then disappeared back the way he had come. Kirk followed hia to the top of the 
stairs just in time to see the man disappear into Jarret’s office. Thoughtfully, Kirk went to his room. He lay 
down on the bed to think the problem through, but the quiet surroundings and large lunch soon gade theaselves felt. 
He drifted off to sleep. * 


The shadows were long when he awoke, The sky was beginning to show colors of approaching sunset. On an 
iapulse, he went back to the lake where he had found Tad earlier in the day. He arrived in time to see the aost 
spectacular sunset he had ever witnessed. He was caught in the wonder of nature’s beauty until there were only 
purple streaks left in the western sky, He smiled to himself as he climbed down a bit stiffly from the rock. He 
would have to watch himself - most people’s image of a Starfleet Captain would not include sitting for an hour on a 
hard rock watching a sunset. Then, thinking of one person in particular, he doubted if it would surprise her auch. 
As aaatter of fact, Jenny would probably enjoy it as much as he had. He decided that he would invite her the next 
evening to find out. * 


"He sat on a rock for an hour doing nothing?" 

Jarret shrank slightly fromthe scorn and disbelief in the commander’s voice. “! know it sounds impossible, 
sir, but that’s exactly what he did. He came back fromthe Compound at two-thirty and went straight to his room 
He left again at eight-thirty and went back to the lake. He sat and didn’t move for an hour. He then returned to 
the lodge, had dinner and went back to his room. He’s been there ever since." 

The commander watched Jarret carefully. There was definitely something strange going on, but so far, Kirk had 
done nothing to threaten thea. “Continue with your duties, Jarret. Let me know only if anything unusual happens. 
1 don’t care if he sits beside a lake. | want to be told only things that are useful in discovering why he is 
here!” 

Jarret shook a little under the blast, but answered with a carefully neutral voice. "Yes, sir, carry on with 
the original orders.” * 


There waS a quiet knock on Kirk’s door. He was awake but loathe to do anything about it. The knock came 
again, this time a bit louder. He got up and grabbed his robe from the end of the bed. Opening the door, he was 
surprised to find Jenny and Tad. Before he had a chance to say anything, Tad had wrapped his arms around Kirk’s 
knee. Jenny looked embarrassed at finding hia still in bed. 

"I’n sorry, Captain. 1 didn’t realize you weren‘t up yet." 

"The name’s Jia, and you’re not bothering ae in the least. 1 should have been up hours ago. Come in.” Detach- 
ing Tad from his leg, he stepped back and allowed Jenny to lead hia into the rooa. 

She turned to face hia, “This is awfully presumptuous of ae. Here you are on vacation and we’ve landed right 
in your lap. You probably have a thousand things you want to be doing right now.” 

Kirk sailed. “As a matter of fact, | do, and they all need the coapany of Tad and yourself.” 

She looked at hia, a faint blush coloring her bronzed skin. “l’@ being purely selfish, Jim. You’ve touched 
Tad somehow and I don’t want to lose that opening. Do you sind terribly?” , 

Kirk’s face took on the soft look that had hit her so forcibly the day before. ‘That’s not being selfish, 
Jenny. I’m happy to help in any way I can.“ 

"Jim, you’re a generous person...” 

“Not really," he interrupted laughing, “I’d such rather have company on a vacation. It’s boring having to 
talk to ayself," 

She laughed in return and he iamediately thought of the previous day in the dining room. He was so confortable 
with her that he seemed to have known her forever, yet they had met barely twenty-four hours earlier. His thoughts 
were interrupted by his knee being trapped again by small arms, Reaching down, he swung Tad high into the air. 
"So, Tad, looks like we’re stuck with each other." 

There was no answer - no spile, no change of expression. But there was less hesitation in the large, dark eyes. 
Tad might not be ready to open hiaself to any possibility of hurt, but at least he wasn’t cringing away. 

Kirk excused himself and headed for the bathroom, doing his rest to discourage Tad, but not succeeding. 
Sailing apologetically at Jenny, he shut the door behind thea. 
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She wandered around the room, trying hard not to snoop into his belongings. He had a book on the floor beside 
his bed. Picking it up, she discovered it contained the works of John Donne, poet, Old Earth. Her eyebrows lifted. 
There are pany facets to this pan, she decided; it would be nice to know hip better. 

A short time later, Kirk and Tad reappeared. The former was freshly shaved and neatly dressed in a leisure 
tunic and pants that accented his auscular build. She tried not to stare. Normally she was objective about people, 
but something about this aan made all her ethics goright out the window. She turned her attention to Tad whose 
face was Slightly flushed. 

Seeing her look, Kirk said solemnly, "We aen had to shave, Tad’s beard was a bit tough." 

Her heart melted. To take the time to do that with a boy he hardly knew...Kirk was busy putting away some 
scattered belongings, and missed Jenny’s speculative gaze. This is a starship cospander, she thought, but he’s 
also an extraordinarily sensitive pan. The two qualities are unusual, Sensitive people are so open to hurt. 

She noticed that Kirk was looking at her curiously, and she quickly brought her train of thought back to the 
present, burying the ever-present medical mind that so easily saw people as objects for analysis, 

“Well,” she said, "I’ve got a picnic lunch packed and know the perfect place to eat it. Why don’t we go down 
and have some coffee, Jia, to get you going, then the three of us will have a day of fun." 

"Sounds good to ae," Kirk said, lifting Tad into his arms before his knee was trapped again. “Shall we go?" 


Kirk decided Jenny’s choice of appealing places was perfect. The woods offered a lovely carpet of pine needles 
just begging to be sat upon. The waters of the small lake were lapping quietly a few feet away and the sunlight 
filtering through the branches made a dappled, dancing pattern on the forest floor. Disappearing behind trees, they 
changed into bathing suits. The water was clear and cool. Kirk paddled around on his back with Tad clinging to his 
shoulders. The small boy was very quiet at first, then started to give little kicks. Kirk moved to a aore shallow 
area where he could stand and coach Tad on the finer arts of staying afloat. Jenny, having finished her swia, sat 
on the shore watching thea. Kirk glanced her way occasionally and she shouted praise and encouragement to thee 
both. 

When Tad finally got tired, they waded in and flopped down on the blanket Jenny had spread out under the trees, 
The meal was a great success. She had packed all her favorite foods, and they seemed to be Kirk’s, too. The swia 
had tired all of thea} thev ate in silence, an occasional smile passing between Kirk and Jenny. 

Tad pressed close to Kirk’s side, his sandwich clutched firmly in his hand, Its contents were in danger of 
Slipping out so Kirk reached down to repack them. Tad pushed hia away with his elbow. 

Jenny sailed. “That’s the first time I’ve seen Tad even attenpt to do something for himself." The little 
fellow was busy trying to get the layers pushed back between the slices of bread. 

"T always found peanut butter easier at that age,” said Kirk. 

"You’re destroying all ay fantasies about starship captains.” 

Kirk seized the opportumty. “Jenny, I want to destroy all of thea. I’ve got something I[’d like to show you 
tonight. Would you coae out with ae?” 

She hesitated, not sure what he meant, then laughed at herself. "Thank you, Jim. [’d like to go out with you 
very uch, “ 

After lunch was finished, Jenny stretched out for a nap in the sun while Kirk took Tad exploring through the 
woods surrounding the lake. They paused at an outcropping of rocks which stretched into the water. Standing knee- 
deep in the lake, they carefully dug out one of the brightly colored stones that were native to the planet. 

"Look, Tad. See how the sun catches the stone? The green looks almost like emerald." 

Tad took the stone and carefully moved it, watching as the sun caused the colors to burst forth. He stood in 
awe for a few moments, then looked up at Kirk who was standing beside hia, Their eyes held’for a moment and Kirk 
saw a silent longing starting to grow in Tad’s hesitant gaze. He reached down and ruffled the boy’s hair. 

“Let’s see if we can find some more stones, shall we?" 


The sun was low in the sky as Kirk carried Tad up the trail leading to the Compound. The small aras were 
wrapped around his neck, the dark head resting on Kirk’s shoulder. Long, dark lashes fanned out over pale cheeks, 
The sleep of contented exhaustion had finally caught up with hia. 

Leaving Tad in the capable hands of his ward nurse, Kirk turned to Jenny. “I’l] be back in fifteen ainutes, 
First my surprise - then dinner." Jenny nodded, aaused at his eagerness, and went to change, knowing just which 
dress she was going to wear. * 


They did not speak for a long time, but sat side by side on the large, aoss-covered log, watching the brilliant 
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spray of scarlet clouds slowly turn to purple. His hand found hers and he could feel the soft warath of her fingers 
curling around his own, The woods around them started to darken. He turned to her, his hazel eyes catching the 
fading light and looking almost green. 

“Well?® 

She shook her head, words somehow seeming inadequate to express what she felt. He seemed to understand for he 
did not press her. He stood up, gently pulling her to her feet. Blue eyes met his look head on, his question 
answered with no words spoken as he drew her to him. His kiss was as she had imagined it would be, so full of 
strength yet so gentle. She felt herself losing track of time and reality, becoming lost in emotions she hadn’t 
known she possessed. When it ended, she was winded, her heart pounding fiercely in her chest. Jenny knew she was 
blushing and silently blessed the darkness, 

"Come on, we’re going to iss dinner.” Kirk’s voice didn’t sound completely steady, Could it be that he was 
feeling the same way she was? Jhat’s iapossible. He’s a van of the world, probably has a girl in every port, she 
gently chided herself as they turned to walk back to the lodge. His arm came around her waist possessively and she 
knew she felt a little like Tad - here was, indeed, a safe haven. 


Dinner was long since over. All the conversation had been about her and her relatives, how her faaily had been 
instrumental in the governaents of aany of the large planets, dating back to North America, Old Earth. She told 
hia of the surprisingly large nuaber who had aysteriously died. It was agri joke inher family that a Dores 
either grew up and aarried, or went into politics and was aurdered - and so it had been for generations. She had 
shared with Kirk the problem of being a Dores, how it could complicate a life with the high expectations of each 
person’s contribution. She had never discussed it with anyone before, but he seemed to understand. 

They went out onto the large lawn behind the lodge. The air was full of fragrant smells and the night noises 
rang loudly in their ears. They sat on a stone bench at the far end of the grass and the silence stretched coafort- 
ably out between thea. 

Jenny found her analytical mind coaing to the fore again. Jia had talked so little about hiaself that she 
wondered about it. He did not seem a shy person but an air of loneliness surrounded hia, even in the peaceful 
setting of the lodge. He was sitting there, his ind obviously far away. What drives hfe? she wondered. Nhat 
are his values? Does he have anyone special in his life? As attractive as he is, there bust be sopeone. 

"What are you thinking about, Jia?’ 

His eyes cage back into focus and he looked a bit sheepish. "You probably wouldn’t appreciate it if I told 
you.” 

She sailed. “I gather that I’m not the first and foremost." 

"Afraid not. I was thinking about the Enterprise," 

"Duty first? You’re supposed to be on vacation. Surely your first officer can look after things for you." 

"Spock? Yes, he can comand, but she’s ay ship, ay responsibilitv...” His voice trailed off. She didn’t want 
to lose the aoment. He was starting to talk about his life, his world, and Jenny wanted to learn all she could 
about it. 

“Jia,” she said seriously, "are you happy in what you do? Coa@and can be such a lonely position. How do you 
manage?" 

Kirk didn’t answer and again his mind semed to be elsewhere. She assumed he wasn’t going to answer, but he said 
in a low voice, not looking at her, "I always wanted to be in Starfleet, Jenny, from the first tine 1 saw ships 
which had come from other worlds. There’s a whole galaxy out there to be explored - a million unknown worlds 
Waiting to be discovered. Think of it: the opportunities we have, the opportunities that have been opened to no 
other generation before us!" , 

She sailed at the boyish enthusiasa in his voice, Somehow she had suspected this side to his nature. She had 
sensed it lurking under the controlled surface. 

"But coaaand separates you from other people, Jim. 1t’s a known fact in medical science that coamand can 
destroy due to the loneliness it causes...” Her serious eyes held his and he knew her next question came fron 
honest concern. “Are you lonely? Do you have anyone you can turn to?" 

His eyes continued to hold hers. She had asked hia something that he had never spoken of, something that was 
very special. He wasn’t ready to share that part of his life with anyone. Yet he had to say sonething. 

Kirk took adeep breath. "As I lonely? Yes, occasionally. I think everybody is. I don’t know that I’a 
different from the next person, Do I have anyone I can turn to?” He looked down at his folded hands. “There are 
two people who make ay life worthwhile. Bonds are foraed when people are thrust together, Jennys when your life so 
often depends upon your trust of the other person. I would gladly give ay life for either of thea...” 
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He stopped talking and she almost stopped breathing. She had never heard anyone express love as a part of 
living. Most people would avoid such a commitment. She felt envious. Whoever those people were, they were 
fortunate. 

Kirk ran his hand through his hair and looked at Jenny with a slightly embarrassed grin. “I’a sorry. I don’t 
usually babble off like that - aust be the company. “ 

Jenny got up from the bench and Kirk rose with her. She aoved to face hia. "Don’t ever lose that love, Jia," 
she said. “It’s part of you - probably one of the few things that keeps you sane." Then, feeling things were 
getting abit out of her control, she laughed, “Enough of this. You’re here to sleep and I’ keeping you up all 
night. I’ve got to go to work tomorrow, even if you don’t." 

Kirk s@iled and offered her his ara, They walked slowly back to the Compound. She stopped at the gate. 
"Goodnight, Jim. Thanks for today, and for listening to ae.” 

"T’1] see you tomorrow, Jenny? You and Tad?” 

She smiled. “If you can stand us again.” 

"No problea." He leaned down to give her a gentle kiss, and stood at the gate to watch her move across the 
Compound. After she had disappeared indoors, he turned and started back to the lodge. Close behind was his ever- 
present shadow. * 


Kirk’s days of sleeping in were over. As soon as Jenny would let him, Tad would be at the lodge. Each morning 
Kirk would wake up to a small body hurtling through the door. Occasionally, Jenny would be with hia, but sore often 
she would leave Tad and Jim to themselves, hesitant to intrude on the special relationship that was growing between 
thea, : j 

Each day, Kirk found hiaself becoming sore aware of the world around hia, seeing it through the eyes of a 
child, being reintroduced to life in a way he had long forgotten. He and Tad covered hours and miles - walking, 
exploring, swimming, cliabing...As they moved to each new adventure, Kirk would talk to Tad. He would discuss what 
they were doing and what they were going to do. He would point out things that Tad had never seen before and show 
him how they could be used. They spent a long tine with Kirk’s communicator, Tad listening carefully as the captain 
explained its function. r 


Jenny stood by and watched thea, wise enough not to interfere. After Kirk brought Tad back to the Compound 
each afternoon, he would invariably wander into her ofice to see what she was doing. She looked forward to his 
coging, to have him sitting, quietly waiting for her to get finished with her day’s work, or. to watch hig as he 
wandered around, leafing through the books that were piled high on the shelves. He fascinated her ~ he was a man 
who knew his own life, who knew what he wanted, who knew where he was going. Yet he wasn’t ruthless} he was a man 
who cared for others. 

As Kirk spent his days with Tad, his nights were spent with Jenny. She brought out the wealth of tenderness he 
had forgotten he possessed, They aade no demands of each other, they were just content in each other’s company. 

But the days passed too quickly. The Enterprise was due to arrive the next morning and Kirk was experiencing 
eaotions he wasn’t used to. As Jenny lay in his arms that night, she feit a difference. Jim seemed preoccupied. 
She reached up and ran her finger along the line of his j;aw, her eyebrows raised. He grunted and caught hold of her 
finger, a tiny smile showing at the corners of his aouth. 

“l'@ sorry," he said. "1’a not being auch of a companion, aa 1?" He swung out of bed, reaching for the robe 
on the floor beside it. She watched the aovements of his lean body as he shrugged into the garment, then propped 
herself up on the pillows. 

“What’s bothering you, Jim? That you have to leave today?" 

He started guiltily. He hadn’t realized he had been so obvious. He turned to her and their eyes held. He 
seemed at a loss for words. Jenny knew that whatever was Said now was importants he gust not feel that he owed her 
anything but his friendship. 

"Jia, we've discussed this before. I’a a scientist, you’re a starship commander. I’a a Dores, That complicates 
life enough right there. You have your ship, your crew. You don’t have time for anything else. However auch we like 
each other, that’s as far as it can go. We don’t have time for anything else, There is no way our lives could cos- 
bine without great inconvenience, and that would only cause resentment. ° 

He looked so serious standing there that she bounced up and kissed hia on the end of his nose, then sat down on 
the pillows, grinning imapishty up at hia, 

He moved to the side of the bed and took her hand. "There are few women who would say that, Jenny. You’re so 
beautiful and so practical. It’s such an extraordinary combination” 
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She laughed. "It’s probably because you don’t get entangled with a medical mind every day." 

Sensing it was a good time to go, Jenny slipped off the bed. Kissing him lightly, she dressed quickly. "I’ll 
see you before you go. [ have some things todo at the Compound. Tad will be over later. Be gentle with hia. 
I’ve warned hi@ you’re leaving. I don’t know how he’s going to take it." 

After she left, Kirk tried to sleep, but eventually gave up. Dressing in his Starfleet unifora, he decided to 
have an early breakfast, his last meal before he faced the synthetic fare of the Enterprise, and probably one of 
McCoy’s diets as well. When he finished, he decided to take a stroll around the grounds of the lodge. It promised 
to be another beautiful day. > 


"He must suspect something! That aakes the third tise he’s gone around the lodge.’ 

"His ship’s arriving today to pick hia up...or at least that’s what he said." 

The commander looked at Jarret. "I think we’d better find out exactly what he knows and stop hi before he 
learns any aore.” 

Jarret looked worried. “Don*t you think his officers will question his disappearance?" 

“Plan an accident, a fatal one. You’re good at that. Make sure it looks convincing, but first I want to 
question hia. I don’t like having the Federation snooping around.” 


Tad ran excitedly up the trail leading to the lodge. Despite Jenny’s fears, he did not seam terribly upset at 
the prospect of Kirk’s leaving. Maybe he had come out of himself more than she thought. Maybe Jia had proved to 
hia that people did care, and that he could trust them. Tad had found a beautiful stone on his way over from the 
Compound. He carried it.proudly, carefully, as though it were a precious ges. 

He saw Kirk walking behind the lodge and turned off the trail to take a short-cut through the woods. Suddenly 
he stopped dead. In front of hia was a man lining up the sights of a Rigelian dart gun. Tad stood frozen in horror, 
seeing that the gun was aimed directly at Kirk. He heard a slight ping and Kirk dropped to the ground. The man 
remained still for a few seconds, checking to @ake sure that no one had seen Kirk fall, then aoved forward, sissing 
the small, frightened boy standing so close to hia. 

Jarret moved swiftly into the clearing and another man joined hia, sliding out from the shadows of the building 
where he had been hiding. Together they picked Kirk up and carried hie to the lodge. Tad sprinted into action and 
raced after thea, close enough to see a section of the wall slide back and the two gen disappear into the opening 
with their burden. By the t:@e he arrived, there was only a blank wall staring at hia. As he stood there, fear 
closed in. For a moment in eternity, he had felt the warath of human contact and now it had been abruptly torn away 
from hig. He was alone. * 


Kirk felt like his head was going to drop off; a tight band, running across his forehead, wasn’t helping the 
throbbing very auch. He was unable to move his aras or legs. He tried to open his eyes, but was hit with such a 
blinding light that he quickiy shut them again. He knew there were other people present for he could hear then 
moving about, talking quietiy among theaselves. 

Jarret looked at Kirk’s naked figure strapped to the table, and turned to a slender, blond aan who was working 
a control panel at the table’s head. ‘"He’s coming around, Darney. Time to call the coaaander.* 

The other aan looked up at Jarret, then glanced at Kirk. ‘This thing aakes me sick,” he muttered to no one in 
particular and left the roca. 

"Don’t let the commander hear you say that," said Jarret softly to the empty space. “It’s his pride and joy." 

Kirk heard the exchange but didn’t understand, and didn’t waste tie worrying about it. He'tested his bindings 
and discovered he was firmly strapped down; the broad bindings crossed his thighs and calves, his chest and aras. 
The metal he was lying on was cool to his skin, but he could feel the sweat on his face. 

A voice rose above the others. "Captain Kirk?" 

He opened his eyes cautiously. The light was still there, but not nearly as strong. He could aake out the 
outline of a figure standing in the shadow behind the light, but could not see any details of the face. Kirk didn’t 
answer, He would first try to find out why he was there. So far, nothing gade sense. 

"We hate to inconvenience you like this, Captain, but we really can’t let you go after what you have learned 
here.” 

Kirk’s expression didn’t change, but his mind was working furiously, Learn what? Nhat is this aan talking 
about?" 

"My gen have been following you. You say you’re on vacation, I think differently. Evidence indicates the 
Federation knows that we’re here and has sent you to confirm that fact. Now your ship is coming to pick you up and 
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destroy our operation, ! can’t let that happen, Captain. 1’m sure you can appreciate ay position.” 

Kirk attempted a reply. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. 1’ve been here on vacation...” 

Searing pain shot through hia. His breath whistled out of his lungs. His body tried to arch upwards but was 
held securely to the table by the broad straps. The pain ended as quickly as it had begun, leaving Kirk gasping for 
air. 

The quiet voice came again. “J’a afraid 1 don’t believe you, Captain. No one just comes to Laun - especially 
Federation representatives. You’l] have to come up with a better explanation than that." 

He paused, but the only sound was the desperate heaving as Kirk tried to get air into his demanding lungs. A 
tiny smile touched the coamander’s lips. “I see you find your present position uncomfortable, Captain. You will 
find it can become worse. This set of instruments in front of ae selects pain levels and has already recorded 
your optiaua level. Cooperate, and the pain will cease. Refuse, and I can set this to kill. There will be no 
muscle or nerve damage, no trace of what caused death. Just a turn of the dial will put the machine on a setting 
slightly above what you can tolerate. Death will come slowly and with excruciating pain. Now, Captain, surely 
you don’t want to go through that. Wouldn’t it be easier to talk?" 

Kirk’s voice was ragged, his lungs demanding still aore oxygen. “What...Caneoel tellessyOuerrif | ...don’t... 
know what you... want?” 

The pain came again. Kirk tried to move his head away but it was strapped tight. He clenched his teeth to 
keep froacrying out. He didn’t know he could hurt this auch. He could feel the sweat being forced out of his 
tightly bunched auscles. 

Then... blessed relief. He closed his eyes and forced himself to breathe as regularly as he could. He tried to 
think clearly. What do they want? Mho are they? 

"Captain," the voice said again, “it would be better for you if you would tell us what you know." 

Kirk tried one last time. “But...! don’t know..." His voice broke off in a gasp as the pain shot through his 
body. 

"So be it,“ muttered the commander as the san in front of hia twitched slightly against the tight restraints 
and went limp. * 


"Tm sorry, sir, but there is nothing more { can teli you. Captain Kirk had an early breakfast and left the 
lodge with no message as to where he was going.’ 

Spock looked at the man dehind the desk with a thoughtful stare. It was an easy lie, but it was a lie. The 
man was hiding someting. 

Spock had beamed down to meet Kirk, but couldn't find hia. His belongings were still in his room, packed and 
ready to go. It was not like the captain to be late. 

Spock turned away froa the desk and alaost buaped into a slender, blonde woman who had been standing close 
behind hia. They faced each other somentarily, 

In that brief aoment, Jenny got the startling impression that she was ‘ooking at Tad. The expression in the 
dark eyes as the Vulcan turned away from the desk had held a glimpse of worry so like that of the boy. 

The Vulcan nodded formally and went to aove past her, but the Starfleet uniform caught her attention. 

"You’re from the Enterprise?” she asked. He stopped and turned back to her. 

"Spock. First Officer." 

"Oh," she said with a tiny smile. “You’re responsible for ay wonderful week." 

His right eyebrow lifted in a most delightful manner. Seeing his confusion she continued hurriedly, “I meant 
that without your encouragement Jim would never have taken that leave and 1 wouldn’t have eet hia." 

The Vulcan seemed to understand nore than she had meant to convey in that statement. She found herselt wonder- 
ing if this could be one of the people that Jim had told her about, but the aan behind the desk was speaking to her 
and she forced her attention away fro Spock, 

“Coamander Spock has come to meet Captain Kirk, Dr. Dores. Perhaps you have seen hia?* 

She shook her head, concern clouding her eyes. "No, I’ve just come over to say goodbye. | saw hia earlier 
this aorning, but he didn’t say he was going anywhere. He did seem preoccupied though..." 

"Perhaps if you are familiar with his habits on this planet, Doctor," said Spock, “you would have sore idea 
where to look for hia." 

Jenny looked at hia, her mind working furiously. “There 15 one place he aight go,* she said. "He seemed very 
fond of the spot. Perhaps he went back for one last look. Come on, I’11 take you there.“ 


The pain kept washing through Kirk} his body was starting to show signs of bruising where the tight straps dug 
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in aS his muscles involuntarily tensed. He had alaost forgotten what was being asked but his tormentor was relent- 
less, The pain came again and again in great waves, forcing hia to cry out in agony. Each time the sare question} 
each time the same response to his gasping reply. When would it end? 


The clearing was eapty. The small lake glistened in the sunlight, the ground undisturbed by footprints. Her 
face fell as she looked around. 

"He’s not here. I was so sure he would be.” 

But Spock’s sensitive hearing picked up a se@all sound. They were not alone. Motioning her to be quiet, he 
moved around to the other side of a large rock. Quickly, he scooped up a small figure huddled there. The boy put 
up no struggle but went rigid in the Vulcan’s aras. 

"Tad!" Jenny cried. ‘What are you doing here?" 

Spock looked at her, the child still firaly held in his areas. ‘Is he not supposed to be here?" 

Jenny shook her head. “No. Tad’s one of ay patients from the Compound - it’s a center for disturbed children. 
Jia’s been helping ae with hig. The world turned against Tad at a very early age and it’s only since Jia’s arrival 
that he has started to com@unicate again." 

She saw a strange, fleeting look come over the Vulcan’s face as if he knew exactly what Kirk geant to the saall 
child in his aras. He gently lowered Tad to the ground. 

"Tad,* said Jenny, "have you seen Jia?" 

He would not look at her. He had withdrawn as totally into hiaself as he had been before Kirk’s arrival. She 
looked at Spock. His eyes had not left Tad’s face. Slowly the boy looked up at hia, and Jenny saw what Kirk had 
seen in Tad’s eyes that first tine - the yearning, the need for someone to hold onto. The same expression was 
present in the Yulcan’s eyes as well. Two outsiders, each recognizing the other for what he was, feeling a close 
bond because of their differences. 

Spock squatted down, his eyes level with the boy’s, "Tad," he said, his deep voice sore resonant, threatening 
to expose the inner feelings, “have you seen Jis?” 

No answer. 

"Tad, this is very iaportant. Jie might need our help. Have you seen hia?” 

Tad took a deep breath and nodded. 

"Where is he?* 

The first step taken, the boy became a veritable whirlwind. A small hand took hold of Spock’s sleeve and 
alnost dragged him back toward the iodge. Jenny hurried along behind thea, fear stabbing at her heart. What on 
earth could have happened to Jin? 

They stopped outside a blank wali, She turned a questioning face to Spock as Tad pointed toward it. But the 
Vulcan seemed to take the boy seriously. Pulling out his communicator, he contacted his ship. 

“Mr. Scott, I would like you to beam down a tricorder and a phaser to these coordinates. I would also like you 
to scan the area, Are there any life readings below the level where I am now standing?” 

The puzzlement and unasked questions rang out clearly in the voice which answered, but Scott knew better than 
to ask. It was enough that Spock needed the information. 

The requested aaterials arrived promptly and the information followed soon after. “Aye, Mr. Spock, there’s an 
entire complex under you, separate from the aain building. There are twenty-five people there. Do you need any 
help?" 

"Negative at the aoaent, Engineer, but keep a channel open. The captain has disappeared and I suspect foul 
play." 

"But why, Mr. Spock?” 

"Unknown, Mr. Scott. But no one seems inclined to cooperate or is concerned that he is missing. I am going to 
investigate. If you do not hear from me within one hour, beam down an armed party. I| am Sure the captain is in the 
iamediate area} however, I do not know if he is still alive.” 

There was a aomentary silence. Scott's voice cage again, this time somewhat subdued but gria. “We'll wait one 
hour, Mr. Spock." 

Spock turned to Jenny. "It would be best if you take the boy and go back to the Cospound.” He saw a stubborn 
look come into her eyes and felt a momentary flash of irritation - the same irritation that came over hi every tine 
Jia Kirk insisted on doing something that was obviously foolhardy. 

"Mr, Spock, 1’m@a doctor. If Jim’s hurt he may require immediate treataent.” 

Spock looked at her, but she couldn’t tell what he was thinking. Then he seemed to aake up his mind. “Very 
well, but please try to stay out of danger." 
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He lifted the tricorder and ran it over the wall. It took only a few seconds to locate the opening device. 
Pressure frogs his hand triggered it, and a section of the wall slipped back. He entered quietly, Jenny and Tad 
close at his heels. 

Spock followed his tricorder readings, heading for the largest concentration of inhabitants. They encountered 
few people, and there were plenty of hiding places when others passed. The complex did not seem to be quarded, nor 
was there evidence of warning devices. Obviously whoever ran it did not feel threatened. 

They stopped at a large junction, the corridors branching out in different directions. Spock stood looking 
into the distance, trying to decide on the best way to proceed, when his sensitive ears heard Kirk’s cry of agony. 
The Vulcan froze, his stomach tying into a hard knot. The sound was repeated, and this time Jenny heard it as well. 
She started forward, but Spock’s strong ara reached out to prevent her fron aoving. 

"Wait,’ he said quietly. "lf we rush in blindly we could cause him to be killed. Now at least he is alive.” 
His voice sounded sore confident than he felt. The cries unnerved hia, and it was all he could do to stop hiaselt 
from doing just what Jenny had tried, 

Kneeling down, Spock drew Tad near. The boy’s face was white,but he listened to what Spock said, and nodded. 
Without looking at either of thea, he disappeared down the hall. 

"You can’t let hia go off like that!" said Jenny furiously. “He'll get killed!" 

"IT think not." 

They stood quietly, Jenny fu@ing inwardly at the Vulcan, and Spock listening intently for Kirk’s cry. The 
Silence lengthened. Without looking back, Spock took Jenny’s ara and they crept forward. 


Spock took in the entire scene at a glance. Having done a very good job of evading capture, Tad was standing 
in the middle of the room. Kirk was strapped to a table, unmoving, showing no apparent signs of life. Three aen 
were with hia. One Spock recognized froa the main room of the lodge} the other two he had never seen before. 

At that moment, Tad ducked between the two younger men and dashed out behind Spock and Jenny. There was a 
momentary pause as their presence registered. In that time, Spock’s phaser found both Jarret and the blonde man. 

Suddenly a loud cry came from the tortured aan on the table. The grey-haired man stood with his hands on the 
controls. “Move that phaser, Vulcan," he said, “and I put this machine on kill. Once £ do that, Kirk is dead, 
Nothing can reverse the controls. You kili se, and you kill your captain as well." 

Spock stood silently, his eyes moving frogs the commander to his captain, Every muscle in Kirk’s body was taxed 
to the limit, his hair soaked with sweat, his eyes tightly shut as he tried to fight the pain. The dial soved and 
Kirk cried out again. Blood was showing around the edges of his bindings. 

“Make up your mind, Vulcan. He doesn’t have long to live." 

Spock laid down his phaser. The dial moved again and Kirk sluaped, the desperate heaving of his chest echoing 
through the room as he fought for breath. Tears were running down Jenny’s face as she looked at Kirk. Spock’s face 
was unreadable. The Yulcan felt someone brush against hia fros behind and remove the communicator from his belt. 
He did not try to move either hand. 

The commander pressed a button and within seconds armed guards filled the rooa. Spock and Jenny were pushed 
roughly into chairs and securely tied. 

The cosmander noticed that Jarret was getting up groggily. "Jarret," he said, “security alert, plan C. The 
Vulcan’s ship aust be on the alert by now, or he wouldn’t be here. Seal off the area and sake sure everything is 
ready.” 

Jarret nodded, and moved off unsteadily. The other men stationed therselves around the room. Spock could see 
the odds were stacking up against thes very rapidly, 

The commander spoke urgently. "Where’s the boy?* The guards looked aystified. “There was a boy here! Find 
hia. He aust not get out of here alive!” 

Jenny’s heart hit her throat. Tad doesn’t have a chance. He’s led such a sheltered life that he wouldn’t 
know these people sean to kill hia. Anger flared up as the guards pounded out“6¢ the rooe. 

"Leave hia alone," she said viciously. "He’s only a boy, a sick boy. He can’t hurt you!” 

The commander’s eyebrows rose. "Can’t hurt ae, eh? Possibly no more than Mark Dores’ sister can hurt ae. 
Like you, he’1l be better off dead.” 

Spock looked at Jenny as though seeing her for the first time, but she didn’t notice his, Fear was stabbing 
through her anger as she tried to make sense of that last remark. How does Wark fit into this? Nhat have we run 
Into? 

The commander chuckled as he watched her expression change, and turned his attention to Spock. “So Kirk was 
lying’ why else would you be here?” 
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"We are here," said Spock in his blandest voice, "because the captain was missing and no one seeaed to know 
where he was, or cared." 

"Um, an obvious mistake on our part. However, an accident will be conveniently arranged for all of you. And 
we shall be better prepared to meet your shipmates..." 

A goan interrupted him and their attention was drawn to the aan strapped to the table. Kirk’s eyes flickered 
open and Spock had to steel himself against the pain which shone beneath the glazed surface. He felt his anger 
rising, felt the ancient hatred start to burn within hiaself. 

The coamander looked at Spock thoughtfully, knowing him to be dangerous, probably one of the most dangerous men 
he had ever faced. He had heard of Vulcan rage but, up to now, had never witnessed it. 

Kirk’s eyes seeaed to be clearing. He squeezed them shut for a acaent, then looked again at the end of the 
rooa. 

"Spock?" 

"Yas, Captain.” 

Jenny looked from Kirk to Spock. Each had blocked out everything in the room but the presence of the other. 
Neither said anything further, but the look seemed to serve, each understanding what needed to be done. 

This is no ordinary relationship, thought Jenny. She glanced again at Spock and saw the burning hatred 
shining in his eyes as he looked at the grey-haired man across the rooa, A different kind of fear at his single- 
Minded purpose and barely controlled rage ran through her. She looked back at Kirk, lying with his eyes again 
closed, fighting his exhaustion, and trying to control his breathing. One word frop Jia - that’s all. One word 
would probably stop it. 

Her thoughts were interrupted by the older aan walking across the room. He stopped in front of the Vulcan. 
"Spock." He said the name speculatively. “I’ve heard of you." Spock’s eyeabrows rose slightly. ‘I knew a friend 
of yours. T’Leigt.” 

Spock froze. T’Leigt, the one friend of his childhood, the only one who seemed to understand the torture of 
his divided nature. She was being groomed as T’Pau’s successor when she had been assassinated by the Brondi, the 
elite of paid assassins. Suddenly, Spock knew who these people were and why Kirk was being tortured. They had 
assuaed his captain knew who they were. The Vulcan’s mind raced quickly. These aen were highly dangerous; their 
respect for jife, including their own, was not high. 

The coamander saw no change in Spock’s expression, but the anger in the Vulcan’s eyes died. Acold saile 
played around the old aan’s lips. The Vulcan knew where he was, knew with whoa he was now dealing, and would cause 
no further trouble. He returned to the control panei; a finished with Kirk - yet. 


Tad had almost reached the safety of the hidden entrance, With his years of withdrawal from people he had 
built almost an inner radar ts their presence and was well-hidden each time soneone passed. His heart was haasering 
in his ears as hecrept aiong; his hands were treabling so much that he was having trouble hanging on to the 
Communicator he had taken trom Spock, 

The entrance was clearly visible on this side of the wall. He waited until the guard had passed, then pressed 
the opening device and sprinted across the lawn into the safety of the woods. He flung himself behind a fallen jog 
and lay sobbing and gasping for air, allowing his fear to take control. 

Gradually he calmed down and rubbed his arm across his eyes. He caught sight of the conaunicator lying where 
he had dropped it. Slowly he sat up and reached out for 1t. He had nade his escape from the complex, Now it was 
up to hia to help Jims there was no one else. 

It had been two years since he had been forced to think, to initiate action. He had given up because of the 
terrible hurt he had received. Everyone he had loved had left hia, He didn’t understand everything fully, but if 
he left Jim now he would be doing exactly what had been done to him. Tad accepted reality. 

He looked again at the communicator. it was identical to the one that Jia had shown hia a few days earlier. 
He pulled the grid open and heard the sa@e funny sound that had come froma Jia’s. But what did he do next? 

A voice came out of the communicator. “This is the Enterprise, Mr. Spock. Mr. Spock, is that you? Hr. 
Spock...” 

Tad stared helplessly at the comeunicator. He had to do something. He steeled hiasself and opened his south. 
"He, hee she@lpees” 

The other voice sounded again. "Who is this? Please repeat your message.” 

Tears were flowing down Tad’s face. He couldn’t get anything out. Jim was dying, he was sure of it, and he 
couldn’t do anything about it. 

He tried again. “Hel...help...” 
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Another voice sounded, this tise definite and firm. "Keep your comaunicator open. There will be an araed 
party beaming down to your coordinates in a few seconds.” 


Scott was taking a chance and he knew it, but sensors showed only one life-fora at the comaunicator’s coordin- 
ates, and it wasn’t Vulcan. Something was wrong, and he wasn’t going to wait around any longer, 

A large contingent of Enterprise security personnel beamed down to the shelter of the woods. Scott and McCoy 
were in the first group. They were met by a spall boy with a tear-stained face clutching Spock’s communicator. 

Gently, Scott took it from him. “Where is he, laddie?" he asked, anxiety strong in his voice. 

A trembiing hand pointed toward the building in the clearing. 

That’s not good enough,* Scott said in exasperation. 

McCoy put his hand on Scott’s arm. “Go easy, Scotty. He’s too upset to answer you.” He looked over at the 
lodge. “Why don’t we go over there and see what’s going on.” 

"All right, Doctor, but I’a@ not going to trust anyone. Security detail, everyone in the building is to be held 
in detention, and I don’t care if it starts a galactic incident!” 

The few people in the lodge were stunned when the Enferprise personnel came bursting in. None of them had 
any idea as to the whereabouts of either Spock or Kirk. Scott ordered an exhaustive search which disclosed an 
entrance to the complex below. As they started to enter the stairway, Tad grabbed McCoy’s ara and started tugging 
hia in the other direction. McCoy and Scott looked at each other, then Scott turned to the others. 

"Mr. Daniels, take your men and go this way. Simpson, Waters, you come with us." 

Scott and McCoy accompanied Tad and the two security aen around to the wall entrance. Scott ran his tricorder 
over the area where Tad pointed, and found the opening device. "Security, be ready. I suspect they’re waiting for 
us." 

McCoy took hold of Tad and steered him out of the way. Scott hit the device and ducked down, narrowly missing 
being hit by phaser beaa. A short tiae later, he called for McCoy and Tad to join hia. 

There was a aaze of corridors. Tad started off but McCoy restrained hia. “No, we'll go last,” he said. Scott 
tuned his tricorder for Vulcan readings and instantly picked up Spock’s location. They moved forward cautiously. 

The corridors were heavily guarded and their progress was Slow. Eventually they were standing outside the rooa 
where Spock was being heic. 

"There’s eleven people in there,” whispered Scott. “We’re outnumbered but I don’t think we have any choice. 
We don’t dare wait for the athers to aeet us.° 

No one objected. At his signal, they burst into the rooa. Confusion reigned. Strapped to the table, Kirk 
could do nothing to protect hiaself from the flying bodies which kept passing over hia. Spock, with his tremendous 
strength and even stronger anger, tore loose from his bonds and hurled hiaself at the table. The commander tried to 
get out of the way, but escape was impossible. 

Jenny was quickly freed. She leapt up, grabbing a wicked-looking pole that had been propped up in the corner. 
She tried to stay out of the way, knowing that she would hamper the others if she waded into the fracas, but used 
her weapon with vicious efficiency whenever Someone got within her reach. She was rewarded by the appreciative look 
Spock threw her as she bashed away, and she threw a smile of triuaph back at hia; he hadn’t made a @istake in 
bringing her along. 

McCoy frantically loosened Kirk’s bindings. He brought out his scanner andran it over the captain. Taking 
out his hypo, he injected some auch-needed stimulants while avoiding and side-stepping the wild melee that was being 
conducted throughout the room. When the larger contingent of security personnel arrived, the fight was over. 

Spock gently helped Kirk to a sitting position as McCoy’s scanner swept over the captain. Kirk gritted his 
teeth as his body moved. The pain was still quite real, even with McCoy’s medication. 

A small body flung itself into Kirk’s areas, tears pouring down his face. 

"Oh, Tad," said Kirk softly, ruapling the boy’s hair, "I’m sorry you had to see this, but I’m all right.” 

The dark eyes looked at hia, tears still brimming as a low voice said, “Jim...” He buried his face in Kirk’s 
chest. Jenny and Kirk stared at each other - Tad had spoken! 

"You can thank that little fellow for the fact that you’re alive, Captain," said Scott, beaming, “If it hadn’t 
been for him contacting the ship, we’d still be sitting up there.” 

Kirk ran his hand over Tad’s head. Bending down, he said softly, “Thank you, Tad. That was a very brave thing 
you did.” 

Spock appeared out of the other room carrying the captain’s clothes. Kirk was suddenly conscious that he had 
nothing on in front of a roomful of people, and blushed. McCoy smiled; Kirk would never change. 

Jenny took Tad while Spock and McCoy helped Kirk dress. As they talked quietly, she took a good look at the 
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three, and especially Kirk in relation to thea. He was a man in a man’s world. It was his world and those were his 
friends. She remeabered the Vulcan’s reaction to Kirk in danger, saw McCoy’s desperate efforts to help Kirk even 
while the fight was still blazing. She knew that what she had told Kirk was the truth: he had his life, and she 
couldn’t share it. She was glad that she was able to see that he really did have people who cared for him - and 
cared for him deeply. 

Kirk slid off the table only to discover that his legs refused to support hia. He grabbed onto Spock, but his 
aras felt like rubber and he would have fallen if Spock’s strong arms hadn’t lifted him back onto the table in one 
swift movement. 

"Come on, you’re goin’ to Sickbay,” said McCoy. He signalled the ship and they were gone before Kirk had a 
chance to protest. 

Spock and Jenny stood watching the fading sparkle, Tad still firmly held in Jenny’s aras. Spock stood in 
silence for a few monents, reaching some conclusion within himself. He turned to Jenny. “We'll be in orbit another 
twenty-four hours,“ he said, "J believe he would appreciate it if you would core aboard and bring Tad with you." 

She smiled at his quiet understanding of what she had shared with Kirk. “Thank you, Mr. Spock. Nothing would 
please ge sore." 

* 


Kirk lay savoring the familiarity of his own quarters. Jenny and Tad had just left. Kirk appreciated McCoy 
allowing hia to be there instead of the Sickbay. He still wasn’t able to walk, but McCoy assured hia the damage 
was only teaporary. With therapy and adequate rest, he would regain control of his auscles. It would probably take 
ten days or SO. 

It had been good to see Jenny, He had been worried about her, about feelings which might have been aore 
complicated than he had thought. Seeing her had reassured hia that she had really meant what she had said about 
{iving her own life and letting hia live his, Tad had been alaost shy in his presence, a little overwhelmed by the 
size of the ship and its crew, but he proudly gave Kirk the colored stone that he had found the day before. He 
case out of himself a little when Kirk gave hia the knife he had received from Elaan. 

"Remeber, Tad this was given as a token of peace and friendship. Violence only hurts - it never helps. Remeaber 
what you Saw today, and reseader who wos." 

Tad’s dark eyes aeet the quiet nazei ones he had grown to Jove. Confidence was starting to show in the black 
depths instead of only yearning and ioss. He nodded, a slight smile flickering across his face. 

Kirk and Jenny watched hia as he wandered off to look at the other things in Jim’s quarters. 

"You've done a great thing for ‘Tad, Jim. You’ve gade hia realize .e's wanted.” She turned to him. "If he 
continues to improve, I’a seriously thinking of adopting hia." 

A ware s@ile spread across Kirx’s face. He stretched out his hand and took hers in his. “Jenny,” he said, 
"What’s ahead for you now. besides faq?’ 

"Well,” she said, "i have three months left here to finish my fellowship. Then [’]] be going back to Earth. ! 
want to start @y own center. [t’1i be hard at first to get 1t going, but there’s a good possibility it’1] work. 
Then once it gets going, who knows? | might go into politics. In away, [ think I was running froma family 
responsibility. Some people are born for careers; the Dores seea destined for politics. Even the ones who get 
sidetracked seem to eventually find their way back.” She soiled wistfully. ! suppose [711 do the same.* Looking 
at him hopefully she went on, "You met Mark because of politics, maybe we'll meet again for the sabe reason...” 

Kirk sailed. ‘We don’t have to leave it to the chance of fate. { do get back to Earth occasionally. i’d like 
to visit you, and Tad too, if he’s with you.” 

She nodded. “I’d like that very much, Jim." Fighting back the tears, she had leaned over and kissed hin, then 
quickly got up and called to Tad. He’d flung his arms around Kirk’s neck and hugged hia tightly. Then they were 
gone. Kirk lay staring at the door. He had his career; she had hers. She had warned him of the difficulties of 
being a Dores. She accepted it and he would respect that acceptance. 

The buzzer rang and Spock entered, He was pleased to see the color returning to Kirk’s face, the drawn look 
caused by the pain fast disappearing, "Starfleet had been informed of the situation, Captain. We are to leave a 
contingent of security personnel here until the Federation authorities arrive. | do not think the Brondi will be 
bothering anyone again,” 

"The Brondi,” repeated Kirk. "It seens so impossible. [ thought they were a myth, I almost didn’t believe 
you in Sickbay. I had no idea...” 

Spock nodded. "Apparentiy you accidentally stumbled onto their headquarters. Being a Starfleet official they 
assumed you knew what was going on and reasoned that you needed to be eliminated." 

"Yes," said Kirk, “That would explain why [ was being followed. And then I was on that table and they kept 
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asking me what I knew, I dodn’t know what they were talking about..." He looked at Spock curiously. "How did you 
know?" 

"Their leader got careless, Captain." Spock did not continue, but his eyes reflected remeabered pain. Kirk 
didn’t press hia. 

He tried to shift his position, and Spock was instantly at his side to assist hia. Kirk smiled his thanks. 
"Well, Spock, since you’re in temporary command, where do we go from here?° 

"We are about to leave orbit, Captain. We have received orders to take sone dilitiue crystals to the 
Lexington. She has had an accident and needs thea for repairs nothing dangerous, but she will be drifting until 
we arrive, The journey will take 17.5 days. { would suggest in that time that you..." 

"Stop right there, Spock," said Kirk, holding up both hands. "A week ago I was tired. | admit that. I gave 
in to you and McCoy and took time off, NcCoy has informed ae that it will be at least ten days before I will be 
able to walk again. I think you should stop offering advice. { don’t know if I would be able to survive another 
*vacation’!* 

Spock’s eyebrow lifted and Kirk slumped back into the pillows, chuckling at his first officer’s offended 
expression. He knew Spock wasn’t taking him seriously, Kirk was, in a way, grateful to hia for some parts of the 
past week. He had met two people who had touched his life in a very special way and whoa he would always remeaber. 
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Lt. Commander Montgomery Scott was staring at the doors which had just closed behind James Kirk, The air hun 
heavy with the words that the Captain had hurled at his First Officer. Scotty looked over at McCoy, but the doctor 
was Staring at the polished surface of the table in front of hie. The other occupants of the room were stunned, not 
believing what they had heard. Then, slowly, they began to disperse. A frown crossed Scotty’s face as he thought 
about what had just occurred. He had seen Kirk i ll kinds of Situations before, but somehow this was different. 

















The Enterprise had one hour and thirty-five ainutes of power left. The crewwas dying, their life forces 
Slowly ebbing away, being drained by the space~agoeba. Each person was reacting in his own way - each fighting a 
seesingly ispossible battle. Scotty was still smarting after Kirk’s reaction to his stupid stateaent. 

"l ap asking you, Mister. I need answers!* 

Then the stiaulants began. Kirk was pale when he arrived in Engineering, his face slightly flushed. But his 
command instincts had not deserted hia. He was the one who had agreed with Spock that forward thrust could hold 
thea ore stable against the pull, although Scotty could see no sense init. Each tiae Scott saw hia after that, 
the Captain was more flushed - in the briefing room, on the bridge after Spock had taken the shuttlecraft into the 
organisa, Still he held fire. Kirk was the one who figured out that anti-matter could destroy the amoeba. Stand- 
ing beside Kirk on the bridge, Scotty could feel the heat radiating from the feverish gan whose aind was refusing to 
give in to the body’s weakness, even though the stiaulants were threatening to blast hia apart. As he ran to the 
turbolift to get the magnetic bottle, he heard Kirk ask McCoy for another stimulant and Bones’ angry protest. 

Hold his together, prayed Scotty silently, Without hia we’re dead, 

It wasn’t until Spock was back aboard the Enterprise, after the organisa had been destroyed, that Kirk had 
collapsed, drained and exhausted. Scotty and Spock helped McCoy take hia to Sickbay. Lying on the bed, his face 
relaxed and the flush receding as the drugs broke the fever, the Captain looked ridiculously young. The three of 
thea stood silently around hia, no one saying what they were all thinking. 

Finally McCoy looked at Spock. ‘"He’ll be all right after a good sleep. He was under a tremendous strain." 

The Vulcan nodded, then looked at Scotty. “We should get back to the bridge, Mr. Scott." 

Taking one last glance at the sleeping figure, Scotty turned to Spock. “Aye, he’]] rest better knowing we’re 
looking after things.° 

McCoy sailed slightly as the Vulcan and Huan walked out of sickbay together, the truth of Scotty’s statement 
Striking home. He would indeed rest better. Exhausted, he sank down into a chair, one eye watching for any sign 
that his Captain aight need hia. * 


The news swept through the ship - the epidemic on the planet had been diagnosed - Vegan choriomeningitis. It 
waS raging out of control and the natives had had no means of acquiring imaunization. 

Then the call from Sulu - the Captain was sick. He had said nothing, had been working tirelessly, then - 
suddenly - blinding headache, high fever, weakness. Spock had gone to get hia. Scotty was in the transporter rooe 
when they materialized, The Captain was a lisp fora in the Vulcan’s ares, his body refusing to function. But his 
aind was functioning and he was aware of what was happening. 

It was a losing battle. His final order to Spock before he lost consciousness was to help the people on the 
planet. Scotty shook his head helplessly. Other people always came ahead of Kirk in the Captain’s order of things. 
They were iaportant ~ he was not! 
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McCoy had been standing with Scotty in the transporter room, the untested serumready. It was still 
experisental - no data on success. 

The entire crew was to be immunized. Scotty arrived late in the sickbay. There waS no one around. Kirk was 
lying on a bed in the isolation unit, his face flushed and daap, his hands liap on the covers, his breathing shallow 
and irregular. Even in his heavily drugged state he was in obvious pain. 

"Scotty..." 

He juaped - the voice seeaed to have come out of nowhere. McCoy was standing in the doorway. Taking a last 
look at Kirk, Scott followed McCoy into his office. 

"Doctor, how..." 

"I wish I knew. Not @any recover from this. But, he’s fighting - just keep your fingers crossed. It’s up to 
hia now. If he doesn’t let go he has a chance. * 

The next hours went slowly. The Enterprise remained circling the plague-ridden planet, her aedical staff 
Slowly winning the battle being #aged on the surface. Scotty tried to keep hiaself busy in the Engineering depart- 
aent, but his thoughts kept returning to the sight of Kirk lying helplessly in Sickbay. Finally he could stand it 
no longer and went back. 

Spock and McCoy were standing by the side of the bed as he entered unnoticed. McCoy’s shoulders were sluaped, 
but Scotty couldn’t tell if it was in defeat or relief, Then their words carried to hia. 

"The fever’s broken, Spock. He’s going to aake it." 

Scotty saw the slender shoulders of the Vulcan slowly give, the tense auscles no longer able to hold the rigid 
pose. As he stood there, Kirk opened his eyes. He alone saw the engineer standing at the door, and he was the only 
one to see Scotty raise a hand and slip quietly out. He returned to his engines knowing that everything was right 
with his world, *x 


The senior officers had been warned, but Scotty was still glowing. They had all thought the Captain dead. For 
the two aonths it had taken to get back to the planet, he had bitterly denounced Spock in his ind. Because of the 
Vulcan’s unfeeling stubbornness, the warp engines had been completely burned out. Then Scotty was forced to nurse 
the iapulse engines as they pounded along in high gear. 

But, somehow, Spock and McCoy had found Kirk alive. He had signalled the ship, sounding as noreal as ever - 
and worried about the Enterprise. McCoy beased up first and told Scotty what had happened, about Miramanee’s 
death and the death of her unborn child. A short tiae later, Kirk and Spock beamed up together, the Captain still 
dressed in the buckskins which he had been wearing when they found hia. Spock’s face was a closed aask} no feature 
betrayed any feeling for what had happened. Kirk’s face was ravaged by his grief - his eyes filled with pain and 
still bright with tears. Scotty’s heart went out to his young comeander. 

"Captain, I..." 

Kirk looked at him and nodded, then walked out, Spock by his side. Scotty drew in a deep breath and quietly 
tollowed. 

Time passed slowly. Heading for his quarters for a few hours of auch needed sleep, Scotty was surprised to 
aeet Kirk. The Captain seemed very unsteady on his feet and his face was pale and drawn, his eyes still filled with 
pain. 

"Captain, can [ help you?" asked Scotty with some concern. 

Kirk looked a little hesitant, then said, "I’a trying to get drunk, Scotty. I’ve just gone through ay supply 
of brandy, auch to Spock’s disapproval. Do you have..." ‘ 

Scotty sailed gently. “That I do, sir. Coae with ae." 

Putting a helping hand under Kirk’s elbow, Scotty steered hia to his quarters. Sitting hia at his desk, he 
brought out a large bottle of rare old whiskey. He poured a generous helping for Kirk and winced to see it gulped 
down like water. Sighing quietly, he refilled the Captain’s glass and poured a seal) agount for hiaself, They sat 
in silence for a few minutes, the young coaeander - the older friend. 

"She was beautiful, Scotty," said Kirk finally. “She was open, honest, proud - and I killed her." 

"Captain..." 

"She wanted to protect se - and she gave her life for ae. Her life, and our child’s life." Kirk looked up, 
the tears in his eyes threatening to spill over. Scotty stood up and started toward hia. Kirk stood up at the saee 
tiae, but the combination of grief and alcohol proved too auch. He fell forward, and Scotty just aanaged to catch 
hia before he hit the floor. He was aomentarily at a loss, then reaeabered that the Captain had been with Spock and 
that the Vulcan was probably frantically looking for hia. His hand went to the intercoa and the Vulcan arrived in 
seconds. 


"I had been gone from his cabin for only a few einutes, Mr. Scott. {I had not expected hia to leave. His 
condition waS somewhat unstable..." 

*Sometiaes, Mr. Spock," broke in Scotty, “a @an needs to drown aemories ~- especially those that are too painful 
to bear." He looked down at the unconscious aan. “But in this case, 1 doubt if it helped. 


The woods were steaging, the great rain forest seeaed to close in oppressively. The three aen were soaking wet, 
as they had been for the past hour. They seeaed to have walked for a hundred wiles, although Spock said it had only 
been two. Scotty wanted to sink down and give up. But they had to get back to the beam down area - the Captain’s 
life depended on it. 

Scotty sighed, He should have been the one attacked by the Wilderbird serpents he shuddered as he aentally saw 
the fangs sink into Kirk’s thigh. He had been the one to anger the Wilder leader, but Kirk took the responsibility 
and now the vigcious poison was spreading through his body, Reports indicated that it was one of the worst deaths 
that could be experienced. 

They had been thrown out into the rain forest to die, weapons and comaunicators taken. Their only hope was to 
get back to the beam down areas; the planet’s natural screens would prevent the Enterprise from finding thea 
anywhere else. According to Spock, they had another hour of travel. Even then, it aight be too late. 

Kirk waS weak and pale and now totally disoriented. He had insisted on walking himself, knowing the alaost 
iapossible task it would be to carry hia. Now with the poison running its course, his legs continued to ove, but 
without the support of Spock and Scotty he would have fallen, 

Spock signalled a stop. They gently eased Kirk down against a tree. The pounding rain showed no sign of 
abating. Kirk slowly lost consciousness as he sat there. Spock did his best to put a dry dressing over the bite 
wounds, but it did little good. The leg was badly swollen and discolored. Spock’s face hardened as he wrapped 
already sodden bandages around Kirk’s thigh. 

Wordlessly, they rose, Spock reaching down to pick Kirk up in his arms as easily as if he had been a rag doll. 

"You lead the way, Mr. Scott - set the best pace you can.” 

Scotty looked at the Vulcan, his ares holding the Captain, his face a total ask covering his feelings. He 
knew anything he said would be wrong, so he nodded and plunged off into the thick forest. There was no talking 
ecxept for the occasional directional change from Spock. 

As tise passed, Kirk grew worse. He no longer lay liap in Spock’s aras, His fever was rising rapidly, his 
face flushed and wet, and not only from the rain. He began to utter and ove restlessly, making Spock’s progress 
difficult. The rest periods cage aore frequently as Spock tried unsuccessfully to still Kirk’s feverish aoveaents. 
As the poison spread and the pain and fever aounted, it was all the two of thea could do to try to carry hia, 

Scotty was exhausted. Kirk was finally quiet but it had taken al] of the engineer’s strength to hold Kirk’s 
legs while the Captain fought in his deliriua, In desperation, Spock had applied the neck pinch. 

"I wish you had done that earlier." 

A cold stare aet his thanks. "I could well have killed hia, Mr. Scott. The venoa of the Wilderbird serpent is 
an unknown quality, If it affects the nervous system as does the neck pinch, I @ay have just ended the Captain’s 
life." 

Scotty felt hiaself go cold, If Spock had just killed the Captain, how could the Vulcan ever live with hia- 
self - and he was the cause. Badly shattered, he got up. Spock silently rose and again tenderly lifted Kirk. 

With the now-still Captain in Spock’s ares, they reached the bea@ down area, They were aleost instantly picked 
up by the ship’s sensors and beamed back aboard. : 

It was then that Kirk stopped breathing. When asked about it later, Scotty said he supposed he did, too. 
McCoy, knowing trouble had happened, had an eaergency eaedical teaa in the transporter rooa. ‘ 

Spock quickly but gently put Kirk on the waiting stretcher. 

"Wilderbird venom, Doctor. I used the nerve pinch to contro) his deliriua...° 

"You what! Spock, you could have..." But McCoy didn’t have tiae to spare berating the Vulcan. The portable 
cardio-stiaulator was already in his hand. 

Long moments passed before a heartbeat resumed and in those aoments McCoy sent technicians running to the Jab 
for antidotes. 

Kirk started to thrash violently - a quick sedative stopped hia. 

"Well, Spock, at least he survived your prigitive attempt at practicing aedicine.” The voice sounded severe 
but both Spock and Scotty saw the relief and thanks shining out of McCoy’s eyes. They had eade it back in tiee - 
Kirk would survive. x 
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The aessage had been false. The distress signal that had brought the Enterprise, as it had the other ships, 
was a trap. A trap planned by a @adaan, 

Tarnell, he said his name was. He looked like a Klingon but did not wear the unifora of an Empire soldier, 
This was his planet, he told thea, any life forms on it belonged to hia, to deal with as he wished. And he proceed- 
ed to demonstrate his aeaning. 

A force field enveloped all of thea, Orions, Tellarites, Humans, Vulcans, all equally helpless. Tarnel! 
brought out a long, thin, wire-like blade. The Tellarite was released froa the field and the others were given a 
hint of their fate. The liabs were severed from the body, the cries of agony sounding at every aove. And all the 
while, Tarnell had laughed, a cold-blooded, maniacal Jaugh. 

Then he had turned to Kirk who was standing, frozen, in the force field. Kirk was unable to hide his revulsion 
behind his cogaand aask, his revulsion - and his fear. Only a stupid man would not be afraid. He looked over at 
Spock and Scotty - the Vulcan’s face was a blank, Scotty’s airrored his own. 

Suddenly, the force field was gone. Unprepared, Kirk collapsed. He saw the thin blade whipping down toward 
his leg - the thin blade that could so neatly sever a liab from the body. He felt paralyzed. He knew his mind was 
frozen on the horrible isages he had just seen - he knew that prigal terror was betraying his now - and he knew his 
toraentor could also see it. 

Something suddenly comaanded hia to sove, to fight the nuabing paralysis that had enveloped hia. He flung 
hieself sideways and kicked out with all the strength that was left to hie. Tarnell went down with a crash. 

Then he ran. His aind told hia to get away from that place and take the alien with hia. Spock and Scotty 
aight be able to find a way of breaking free if he could borrow enough tiae for thea. 

But he had run as far as he was able to go - his lungs were bursting, his legs getting heavier with each step. 
Tarnell had recovered quickly and was following hia, showing no signs of faltering. His footsteps never varied, 
sounding louder as he closed the distance between thea. 

Kirk stuabled and fell, and his hands and knees, already badly scraped and bruised, cried out their protest. 
He could feel his heart pounding and knew it wasn’t only from the exertion of flight. 

He had failed. He couldn’t get up. He slowly sat down and watched as Tarnell approached. He wouldn’t - 
couldn’t - fight any ore. His throat went dry at the thought of what awaited hia. He heard the whistle of the 
thin blade. His heart lurched and he shut his eyes as if to hold off the pain. 

There was a scuffling noise, then the sound of something hitting the ground. He awaited the blow that never 
Came. Then someone gently shook his shoulder. 

"Captain?" 

Scotty’s voice, Opening his eyes, he saw his engineer kneeling in front of hia. Spock was taking the blade 
out of the unconscious alien’s hand, 

Seeing the unspoken question, Spock walked over. “When you kicked Tarnell, Captain, the force field was 
broken, freeing both Mr. Scott and ayself. We were aosentarily stunned and had a Jittle:trouble catching up with 
you. You were aoving somewhat faster than noreal.* 

A slight saile crossed Kirk’s face. "A small case of blind terror will often do that to a aan, Mr. Spock. 
Adds wings to the feet." Seeing the Vulcan’s puzzled expression, Kirk continued, “Never mind, I know it doesn’t 
aake any sense." Looking at Scotty, his smile widened. ‘I’1) bet you just broke the undergraduate record for the 
quarter eile, Scotty." 

“Aye, sir, I probably did. And it’s not something I’d like to tackle again in a hurry.’ 


"Twenty-third century technology - aan’s great achieveaents. Everything better, bigger, aore efficient...” 
McCoy broke off, unable to bear his own pain, nor to see it reflected in the hazel eyes that looked at hia. “Spock 
of all people...He’s dying because of some idiotic bureaucrat who wanted the prototype of the Vulcan Natron Cruiser 
to be flown in Vulcan’s honor by a Vulcan. Not properly tested, and it..." 

"Bones, don’t..." 

McCoy frowned, and downed his drink. 

Scotty cage in quietly. The medical coaplex was huge and he had had some trouble locating the Captain. Kirk 
looked up aS he entered, From his expression, Scotty knew the news was not good, 

"Captain," he said gently, “you’re needed on board. Starfleet wants a coaplete report iasediately - froa the 
comaanding officer.® 

Kirk steeled hiaself to answer in a noreal voice. ‘Thank you, Mr. Scott.” 

As he rose, McCoy reached over and touched his are. ‘He’s got the best care, Jia." 

"But, as you said, Bones, he’s dying. All the care in the world isn’t going to prevent that. And while he 
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dies - while ay best friend dies - I have to report to the bureaucrats." He turned abruptly and left. 

Scotty looked at McCoy. ‘He needs support ore than Mr. Spock, Doctor.* 

McCoy nodded. "And the only person who can give it is going to die, Scotty. How is the Captain going to 
survive that?" 

Kirk managed to get through the endless questioning. He clung to rules and regulations, did not allow hiaself 
to think, to realize that he was talking about his friend. 

And now it was over, He felt a hundred years old with the weight of the universe on his shoulders. 

Then cage the summons. Get downto the aedical complex immediately. He must have looked like a wild man 
running through the corridors. McCoy met hia at the door of intensive care. 

"Jia..." 

Kirk brushed hia aside. “Bones, not now - leave me alone with him. I don’t want to see anyone.” He shoulder- 
ed his way through the door. McCoy and Scotty looked at each other, then peered through the glass in the door. 

The Vulcan lay totally still, the aachines by his bed whirring and clicking. Kirk could not tell if he was 
still breathing; there was no movement. Silently, he sat by the bed. He picked up a limp hand and held it to his 
face. He shut his eyes, desperately trying to control hiaself, but could not. Hot tears spilled over the Vulcan’s 
hand and ara, dropping on the blanket below. 

A weak voice interrupted his grief. “Jia, if you persist in your present action, you are apt to drown us 
both." 

Kirk sat frozen for a moment, unable to believe his ears. Then he looked up. The familiar brown eyes were 
looking at hiss pain showed in their depths, but they were seeing. A huge grin split Kirk’s face, his joy visibly 
radiating around the room. He tried to speak but words wouldn’t cose. 

Spock’s fingers Squeezed his hand. His eyes closed but the firm hand did not relax. 

McCoy slapped Scotty on the back and they quietly left to get drunk. 


Jaaes T. Kirk had a temper. Everybody on the Enterprise knew it, although few had ever been confronted with 
it. The occasional smouldering look and snapped repriaand was noraally al] that surfaced, 

But an explosion was imminent. And if the Captain didn’t blow first, Scotty would. He looked across the 
engineering complex at Dr. Richard Daystroa crooning over his computer. The Surprise attack was over - the M5 had 
won. Scotty had heard about the ’Dunsel’ incident and his heart ached for Kirk, even as his anger stirred against 
the tall scientist on the other side of the rooa. 

Then a Suapons froa the bridge. Leaving Mr. Harper to see to the engines, he arrived right onthe heels of 
Kirk and McCoy. The Enterprise was out of control - the MS unit was going to destroy an ore ship. There was 
Nothing he could do from there, and he left just as Daystroa arrived, 

Kirk, Spock, and Daystrom arrived in Engineering shortly after Scotty. Kirk’s eyes were gria, Daystrom was 
looking flustered. Suddenly, Kirk was flung across the rooa, flattened by a force field. Shaken, he let Spock help 
hia to his feet. Scotty could see he was holding onto his teaper by a thin thread. His words were sharp and bitter 
in his exchange with Daystroa, The aan was trying to defend his computer, and Kirk was getting closer and closer to 
losing control. 

Then Daystrom adaitted that he had lost control of M5. 

"Captain, { suggest we disconnect it at the source." 

Kirk nodded, and Scotty called Mr. Harper. Together they signed Harper’s death warrant. A beam of light shot 
across the room and connected to the aain junction, Harper was in the way - and died. 

Scotty spun around, horrified. Kirk swung to face Daystroa, fists clenched, boiling aad. He didn’t try to 
control his voice or his feelings. , 

"That wasn’t a @inor difficulty - that wasn’t arobot! That thing’s aurdered one of ay crewmen and now you 
tel] ae you can’t turn it off!" 

At that aoment, Scotty thought that Kirk could be capable of aurder. He saw Spock take a step forward, his 
eyes glued on Kirk’s face, ready to prevent the Captain from committing an act he would regret. 

But then the Vulcan saw the unit had tapped into the aatter/anti-matter reserves. Clear, logical thinking was 
needed. The cold fury died quickly in the face of necessity and Kirk was once again the commanding officer. 

The relief was alaost intolerable when the MS was finally destroyed. 

Scotty knew he would never forget the look of fury on Kirk’s face as he confronted Daystrom and the aachine 
that threatened to destroy the Enterprise. * 


ceeShaking hinself back to reality, Scotty noticed that McCoy was no longer in the roop. Spock was returning, 
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along with sone other crew penbers. Not feeling confortable in the Valcan’s presence, not knowing what to say, 
Scotty stepped owt into the corridor. He caught sight of NcCoy standing a little way down frop the door and poved 
toward hin. McCoy looked up. 

"Scotty..." 

"Doctor.” For a ponent, he hesitated, not really sure in his own pind what he wanted to say. Then, taking a 
deep breath, he looked straight at McCoy. 

"Doctor, I’ve seen the Captain feverish, sick, drunk, delinious, terrified, overjoyed, boiling wad - but up to 
now I have never seen his red-faced with hysteria...” 


ASS All Things Heal in Time (Sco 


The struggle finally ceased. Spock stood slowly, then leaned back against the wall, allowing his fatigue to 
show clearly, too tired to fight his Human half, 

His eyes remained on James Kirk lying quietly at last. Janice Lester had meant to hurt and then destroy that 
Aan. She had succeeded with the first part of her plan. How successful would she be with the second? 

The nights were the worst. It had been ten days since Kirk had returned to his own body; the horror of his 
inprisonment in hers had not started to fade. The memories kept crashing back: the confusion, the fear, the 
ultiaate panic... 

Spock offered what help he could, but mostly he could only suffer silently as he watched his friend struggle 
with his fears, This was one fight Kirk would have to win for himself. Jive, Spock thought ashe walked over 
to Kirk’s desk and sat down, Jine - the answer and the healer. How puch tipe will need to pass before the pind 
is healed - and will if happen soon enough? 

McCoy had recommended that Kirk keep working, occupy his @ind with matters other than Janice Lester. It wasn’t 
entirely successful. A mind, after all, could not be distracted twenty-four hours a day. Night always came and 
with it came solitude - and memories. And all Spock could do was be there, be there to listen. 

The intercom whistled. A fleeting ariger crossed the Vulcan’s face before the mask settled into place. 


The persistent whistle disturbed his sleep. Blearily he opened his eyes in time to see his first officer 
reaching out his hand to answer the summons. If (Lt. Uhura felt surprise to find Spock answering a call in the 
Captain’s quarters, none of it reflected in her voice. 

"Fleet Signal for the captain, Mr. Spock. Is he available?” 

Spock glanced over at Kirk, who was Swinging his feet over the side of the bed. As Kirk waved his hand in 
assent, the Vulcan turned back to the intercom. "Affirmative, Lieutenant, Captain Kirk 15 standing by." 

By the tise the i@age of Admiral Blaney Staunton appeared on the screen, Kirk was presentable. “Jia,” said 
his former Academy Commander, ‘it’s been a long tise. How’ve you been?” 

"I’a fine, sir,” Kirk answered, trying to ignore the frown on Spock’s face. “I gather that this isn’t just a 
social call.” 

Staunton grinned, but without amusement. "No, it’s not. Jia, we’ve received definite proof that the Klingons 
are gathering a fleet of warships in Sector 744 - in the easternaost region of the galaxy. The T-17 scout ship had 
been in that area for seven months gathering data. Now they’re sure it’s an invasion," 

Kirk glanced at Spock, puzzled as to why this information was being directed at hia. Sector 744 was an area of 
space close to their patrol route, but actUally in the Poteakin’s sphere of influence. 

Staunton continued quietly, "...but we’ve got a problea. We don’t know when or where..." He hesitated, seea- 
ingly at a loss for words. e 

"Surely you can get that information froa T-17, Admiral," Kirk said. "If the Klingons are in neutral 
territory, we can’t do anything to challenge thea, 

Staunton looked uncosfortable. “Yes} well that’s the problem. We need someone to command the T-17..." 

Kirk’s attention snapped fully on. "Surely the present commander..." 

“There is no present commander,” interrupted Staunton. “Larry Watson had command ~ he snapped under the strain 
and was killed in a freak accident. ° 

Kirk looked at Spock, his eyebrows raised. They both knew Larry Watson. He was, as one of his former first 
officers had kindly put it, a "fathead". No one could ever figure out how he had managed to get a captaincy} he had 
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few of the necessary qualities of leadership. Morale under his comand was always poor. How on earth had he ever 
gotten an assignment on a spy ship? 

"Jim, I need your help. The crew of the T-17 is one of the best - all men tops in their field. But @orale is 
at anal] time low. They’ve lived under a strain these past few months that would have broken most men. The new 
commander has to be good or they’l] throw hia to the wolves. They need a leader, and | need a commander, one who’s 
familiar with the ship...” 

Spock felt his stomach tie into a hard knot. “No,” he said quietly to himself, “don’t ask hia. He can’t...” 

But Staunton asked. “Jim, I need you. The assignaent would be temporary, maybe a aonth, two at the ost...” 

,o.and paybe forever if the ship doesn’t cose back, Kirk thought. Hight be just as well, He saw Spock 
start to lean forward and stopped him with a raised hand and a slight negative shake of his head. “Blaney, can | 
have a few minutes to discuss this with ay senior officers? I’1] get back to you as soon as possible." 

"Tll be waiting, Jis. Staunton out." 

The two men sat in silence, neither wanting to begin the inevitable debate. The Vulcan’s face was barely 
masking his feelings; the Human’s looked tired and strained. Troubled haze) eyes finally net the concerned brown 
ones across the room. “The Klingons seem to feel safe in testing the Organian Treaty..." Kirk’s voice trailed off, 
his tired aind unwilling to face the prospect of what that might sean. 

"It would sees so, Captain, or at least they want to see what the Federation might do with a build-up of the 
Klingon force in neutral space. A build-up does not necessarily mean an attack.” 

"You heard what Staunton said, Spock. They have the proof. The T-17 has been tagging along with the Klingon 
force since it started building seven months ago." His eyes Jit up momentarily. "Have you ever seen the T-17, 
Spock?" ; 
The Vulcan shook his head. “J am familiar with the ship, Captain, but have never had the opportunity to board 
her." 

"T have. In fact, I commanded her for a short tie about five years ago. She was new then; I took her ona 
shake-down cruise. She was built especially to infiltrate a Klingon fleet and, outwardly at Jeast, she’s 
indistinguishable from a Klingon scout ship. Inside, she’s packed with sophisticated sensor and com@unication 
equipment and has an arsenal almost as large as a starship’s...” 

"It would seem that the Federation did not trust the Klingons." 

"Remember, Spock, this was before our run-in with the Organians. I don’t think the T-!7 has been used auch in 
the past couple of years. Obviously the Federation felt that this Klingon massing was something to worry about, and 
50 they brought her out of moth balls.” 

"Moth balls, Captain?’ 

Kirk chuckled. "An old-fashioned way of Saying storage, Spock." 

Spock nodded and Kirk sensed the alien brain filing away that unfamiliar phrase for future study. "Well," Kirk 
continued, "guess we'd better get McCoy in on this - 1’d need his approval as well.” He hit the intercom, "Dr. 
McCoy, report to the Captain’s quarters please.” 

McCoy, 1n his Sickbay office, pricked up his ears atthe official sounding order. Sopething’s up, he 
thought. Daan, The last thing Jia needs now is any pressure, He's got enough probleps to deal with after that 
Lester pes, Those anxzety attacks have been getting worse, His hand hit the intercoa. "McCoy here. On my way, 
Captain.” 

Kirk snapped off the intercom and looked at Spock. “Now, Commander, I’d like to hear your opinion...” 


"10650, that’s it, Bones. The Klingons are up to something and the Federation has to know what. The T-i7 lost 
their commanding officer in a freak accident and they need an iamediate repiacenent. J’a the only one qualified who 
can take over on so short a notice. I’ve commanded that ship before - I know her and what she can do.” He sailed 
slightly. "Don’t look so glum, Doctor, it’s not forever. I’1] probably be gone only a gonth or so. By then the 
Klingons will have made their move - one way or the other." 

McCoy was silent for a moment, then stood up and quietly paced the rooa. "Jin, for what it’s worth, which 
isn’t auch, I’d advise against it. I’m talking both selfishly and as your doctor." He paused, looking at his 
youthful commander. "The crewof the T-17, 1n your own words, Jim, were led by an incompetent officer; and it was 
his own incompetence that led to his death. You said that the crew is conposed of tough, experienced men} but 
they’re demoralized, tired, possibly on the edge of autiny. They’ve been under tremendous pressure and they’re 
being sent back for ore.” He sat down again, his eyes flicking to Spock for moral support. The Vulcan was staring 
at his folded hands, and he found no comfort there. He saw none of the turmoil that caused Spock to avoid meeting 
his gaze. McCoy had not been witness to the arguaent that Spock had put forth before finally conceding the logic of 
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Kirk’s reasoning. 

Kirk interrupted his thoughts. "60 on, Bones, I’m waiting to hear the rest of your objections.” 

McCoy’s eyes rested on Kirk. “All right. You’ve just been through an ordeal that would cripple aost aen. [ 
think the T-!7 will mean stress that you shouldn’t try to handle right now. On the Enterprise you have 
friendship and support. Those attacks of anxiety you’ve been suffering since the transference aren’t getting any 
better..." 

Kirk broke in, "I know that, Bones, but it can’t be helped. This is more important than one aan. What | need 
to know is, Will you pass me as physically fit to accept such a cogmand?" 

McCoy knew he was trapped. Kirk had requested and received a complete physical shortly after Janice Lester had 
been beamed down to the medical center on Starbase 4. Everything had checked out normal$y, both physically and 
mentally. But there were indications of a tre@endous tension, an emotional struggle as Kirk attempted to come to 
grips with what had happened. "The tests say you’re fit,” McCoy said reluctantly. 

Kirk’s eyes softened. “And what does the ’country doctor’ say? That’s gore important to ee than tests. Is 
James Kirk capable of taking command stress?” 

McCoy drew in a deep breath. “If 1’a going to be honest, the answer is yes, you can command. You know that, 
Jia, without asking ae, What scares ae is that you'll be without emotional support at a time when you need it most. 
You’1] survive, but will you survive as the same aan?” 

McCoy’s blue eyes looked deep in Kirk’s and the Captain found himself looking away. McCoy had asked a question 
that he couldn’t answer. A few moments of silence passed, then Kirk reached toward the intercom, the light, 
bantering tone of his voice belied by the bleak look in his eyes. “Guess I’d better let Staunton know he hasn’t 
lost his touch as a recruiting officer." * 


The Enterprise was in orbit around Starbase 4. Spock stood quietly just inside the door of the Captain’s 
quarters, watching Kirk pack, his dark eyes never leaving the constantly moving figure of his Captain. Finally Kirk 
snapped his suitcase shut and looked around. He could see nothing he might have forgotten. Then his eyes amet 
Spock’s and the two of them stood in silence, sharing a long, lingering look which each knew could possibly be their 
last. The aission of the T-\7 was extreaely dangerous. and although no ship would have a better chance of survival, 
the odds were still high against success. 

A ghost of a smile touched Kirk’s lips, but didn’t reach his eyes which were suddenly clearly reflecting the 
lonely man inside. "Don’t worry about ae, Spock. I’a sure [’1] find enough to keep ayself occupied. And I’m 
getting better with the aind control techniques you showed ae - I can blank it all out most of the tise." 

"You still find sleep difficult, Jim’ memories always return in the silence of the night. You will need rest. 
You gust be alert now in a way you’ve never been required to be before. Not only do you have the Klingons to be 
concerned about, but also vour own crew. Mental fatigue will only @ake coping with the problems that much aore 
difficult.” 

"Yes; well, Bones gave ae something to help cope with those difficulties.” He studied Spock’s face for one 
more soment, then glanced at the chronometer. "I better get out of here or I’m going to be taken out of orbit as a 
stowaway!” 

They walked to the transporter rooa together, each lost in his own thoughts, saying little to the other. McCoy 
met thee there, trying hard to conceal his worry. Scotty stood silently behind the transporter console, having 
assigned himself the task of bea@ing down the captain. 

Kirk mounted the platfora and turned to look at his friends. He felt his heart tug as he Saw their expressions; 
he knew what he was feeling and could guess at what they felt. They had seen hia loyally through one of the worst 
crises of his life - they had put their own lives on the line for him. How could anyone expect or deserve that auch 
loyalty? 

He swallowed, then smiled slightly. "Look after the Enterprise, gentlemen, until we meet again.” He didn’t 
trust hiasekf to speak further, nor to keep looking at them. He focused his attention on the door and sade his 
voice fire as he gave the command, “Energize!” 

The three stood there until the gold sparkle had completely faded, then Spock broke the silence. “Gentlemen, I 
Suggest we go to our stations. We are due to leave orbit in five ainutes.” He received no answeer, nor did he 
expect one, siaply turning to lead the wav out of the transporter room. Now all they could do was wait to hear what 
fate was in store for their captain. * 


The next few days were busy ones for Kirk. He had to reacquaint himself with a vessel he had commanded only 
briefly five years before. Endless briefings and study filled his waking hours and he fell exhausted into bed each 
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night} but the dark did not bring blessed sleep, only haunting memories and restless dreaas, When he woke in the 
dark now, there was no one sitting beside the bed to offer confort. 

The T-17 finally arrived in orbit and Kirk aet the aen with whoa he would be working until the Klingons showed 
their hand. He arrived in the saall briefing room adjacent to Admiral Staunton’s office only to find the officers 
of the T-17 already settled in their places, 

There was a long, mutual survey, The aen of the T-17 saw a man, younger than any of thea, standing with an air 
of quiet confidence and authority that couldn’t be missed, Still, he was going to have to prove hiaself. They had 
all heard of James 7, Kirk - everyone in Starfleet had heard of hi and his exploits - but to these aen he was just 
another figure of nebulous authority and they had had enough of that to last a lifetine, 

Kirk, in turn, was studying thea. Commander Thomas Weldon, First Officer, weapons expert, In his aid-forties, 
he had been a member of the elite forces for fifteen years. He was huskily built, muscles well-balanced over a 
stocky frame, his thick red hair beginning to grey. He had a quick mind and an ability to size up situations almost 
before they happened. Because of this, he had sensed trouble where his former captain, Larry Watson, had not. For 
that, he had been relieved of duty for openly defying a direct order, the result of which had almost cost the lives 
of the entire crew, and had led to Watson’s death. 

Lt. Commander Stan Crowell , chief engineer and general handysan, Crowell was in his late fifties and had 
often tried to retire from active duty, only to be pressed back into service. He had a unique ability to manufacture 
any necessary machinery from whatever was available; and to instantly survey any alien weapon or ship and be able to 
tell how it worked, what @ade it run, and to get it functioning. He had been a junior technician, learning his 
trade in the battles before Axanar; there was no way to replace his valuable experience, Now he was tired of the 
whole thing and wanted out, especially after the disasters of the past several aonths, Qnce again, Staunton had 
talked hia into staying, 

The third man was Comaander Bret Maclean, coamunications wizard, Here was the lifeline of the ship. It was 
this pan who followed the Klingon communiques and decoded thea. It was this aan who kept the Federation informed 
about what was going on, It was Maclean who said where the T-17 must go in order to find her vital inforaation. 
This had been his function for the past seven aonths, Looking at hia, Kirk could see that the strain was telling on 
him. His dossier said he was forty - he looked fifty, hair preaaturely grey, a worn, haggard face that under other 
Circumstances would have been considered handsome. He looked at Kirk without enthusiasa, then away, as if the man 
in front of hia was not worth the bother. Kirk felt a moment of anger at this deliberate slight to a superior 
officer, but he fought it down, After what these men had been through, it was no wonder that anyone in authority 
left thea cold. He moved forward asd sat at the head of the table, Staunton at his left. Staunton introduced hie 
to the others and Kirk noted the cool reception accorded hia. 

The reserve, however, didnt interfere with the business at hand, and they got through their agenda quickly and 
efficiently, The officers c+ the T-i7 were impressed, despite their unwillingness to be, at the depth of Kirk’s 
knowledge about their ship and its function. He did not ask any unnecessary questions, nor were the ones he did ask 
intended in any way to show off, They were ail probing questions that required a detailed explanation of subjects 
which a commanding officer would not be expected to know first hand. 

Finally everything had been covered, A relaxed silence settled over the room, "Well, gentleaen,” Staunton 
said, "I think that about covers everything. I wish you luck} no use ay saying how iaportant the success of this 
mission 15. You already know that, so I won’t delay you getting on with your work,” They all rose together. 
Weldon, Crowell, and Maclean returned immediately to the T-17. 

Kirk collected his belongings from his temporary quarters and beamed up a short tiae later. Unlike the usual 
ceremonies accorded anew captain, Kirk discovered only First Officer Weldon present - no honer guard, no other 
senior officers. Weldon appeared to be waiting for hia to comment on their absence and seemed to have a ready 
answer, so Kirk decided to ignore the snub. He picked up his suitcase and stepped down from the transporter 
platfora, “Mr. Weldon," he acknowledged, “I trust I’s not interrupting anything." 

A look of irritation crossed the first officer’s face aS a golden opportunity of putting this new captain in 
his place went by the board, ‘No,” he said, "nothing important." 

Kirk noted that the ’sir’ was missing froma the reply, but let that pass as well. "Good, Then [’1] take this 
stuff to ay quarters and [’d appreciate it if you’d tour the ship with ae in half an hour, since you aren’t doing 
anything important." Kirk sailed to hiaself as he saw Weldon’s frustration at being caught in a trap of his own 
making. Being seen throughout the ship beside Kirk would make it seem, outwardly at least, that the new captain had 
Weldon’s support. And he couldn’t refuse to take the tour without being outright insubordinates Kirk was correct in 
his guess that Weldon would not let himself sink that low, 
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Kirk had just finished unpacking when the door buzzer sounded. He pressed the lock release and Weldon walked 
into the room. The first officer noted that unlike the T-17’s former comaander, Kirk didn’t surround hiaself with 
luxuries. There were some books on the stand above the bed, but that was all. Kirk was aware of the appraisal of 
his room and wondered what Weldon was looking for, or at. He himself took a quick glance, but saw nothing out of 
place that might cause talk. Well, he had to tour the ship and he had to drag this reluctant aan with hia - they 
aight as well get on with it. 

The tour took longer than either of thea had expected. Kirk spent along time in Engineering, getting 
reacquainted with the engines and their backup systems. He treated Crowel] the same as he treated Scotty - with 
respect for the man and his abilities. He acknowledged, as few commanding officers did, that this was a job of 
tremendous importance. Like Weldon, Crosei) tried to shrug him off, but Kirk so obviously knew what he was talking 
about that the engineer found hiaself warming to the task of explaining the systems. He discovered he only had to 
explain once - Kirk grasped each section fully and remembered what he was told. 

The weapons contro] room was larger than on most ships and contained the newest and most sophisticated equip- 
ment. Kirk had kept hiaself up to datewith all new weaponry, so it was all known to hig. The weapons officer had 
to scramble a bit to keep up with answering Kirk’s questions, and Weldon found hiaself rather enjoying the man’s 
Struggles. By the time they left there, Kirk was completely familiar with the location of all weapons control and 
was satisfied that in an emergency he could be helpful - not just in the way. 

They poked their noses into Sickbay long enough to meet Peter Roget. Roget was the youngest member of the crew 
and a brilliant scientist and surgeon. He had landed this assignment almost by accident, coming aboard at the same 
time as Captain Watson. That was his first deep space flight and he had decided after a couple of weeks that he 
disliked military life, Starfleet, his shipmates, and medicine in general. He was a couple of years older than 
Kirk, mild-mannered, and totally imperturbable. The worse the situation, the calmer he became. He gave Kirk a 
penetrating glance as Weldon introduced them, instantly noting the signs of strain. He had boned up on Kirk’s 
history, both professional and medical, so that he would be familiar with any problems that case up. There was 
obviously something deeply-rooted causing this inner tension, something that wasn’t in the medical records. Roget 
found his inquisitive aind coming to the fore - it would be interesting to probe into this aan, to find out what 
inner drive had brought hia to the position he was now in - a "legend" in Starfleet. 

Kirk Was aware of none of this. He gave a friendly greeting and was happy to be answered like a husan being 
instead of some strange alien fungus to be avoided. Maybe there was hope tnat someone on this ship would speak to 
him outside of sheer necessity: 

Their last stop was tha bridge. Here nothing had changed from five years ago. Although it was smaller and 
contained no science section, otherwise it was set up in a Similar fashion to the bridge of the Enterprise, so 
Kirk feit quite at home. Weldon introduced hia to the bridge personne]. fheir greeting to a gan was cold, almost 
sullen. Kirk felt a depression settling in. He had really let himself in for this one. He also felt his teaper 
rising, but refused to give into it. A flash of temperament was the last thing these sen needed now. If he 
regained patient he would get through - Somehow. But he would tackle the probles tomorrow. Right now he looked 
forward to dinner and bed. * 


Kirk picked up his geal tray from the processor and chose a small, eapty table. He was aware of the eyes 
following his movement, but paid no attention. He had a lot to think about and didn’t aind the solitary treatment. 
After a few minutes the general conversation picked up again. 

No one made any atteapt to join hie. He watched various crewmen come and go, noting their deliberate snubbing. 
He thought wistfully of the Enterprise and the easy familiarity that marked the crew’s relations there. It had 
been a long time since he received the cold shoulder. 

He finished dinner and put his tray down the chute. He paused in the doorway to avoid being run into by some 
junior officers. They made no effort to apologise, just looked at him and walked on. Kirk watched thea for a 
moment, then went on his way, knowing that he could not allow that type of behavior for long. Not only was he 
going to lose his teaper, but it would do his command image no good. 

He went straight to his quarters, planning to go to bed early. He took a long, stinging shower under the 
sonics, letting the beams slowly relax the overtense auscles in his neck and shoulders. He pulled on his robe and 
started pacing around the small roo, trying to concentrate on the sind-controls that Spock had taught hia. The 
memories, the feelings that crowded in on hia at quiet times were pressing down now, Janice Lester filling his aind. 

Desperately he sat at the desk fighting the images. Then he saw the s@all recorder }ying there, the one he had 
discovered a@ong his belongings. Spock aust have slipped it into his suitcase while he was packing. Checking it, 
he saw that it had not been used. He toyed with 1t for a aoment, a thought forming in his mind. Except for the 
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past few days, he had not been alone since the exchange with Janice Lester. Spock had been with hia day and night. 
When things had become too auch to handle, Spock was there to listen, usualy silent, knowing that there was little 
he could do but offer himself and whatever understading he could. Okay Spock, Kirk thought, I still need you - 
you knew thet, but you knew I was needed here pore, So, this wachine will have to take your place... 


Dr. Roget met Kirk on his way to breakfast and saw the lines of fatigue etched deeply around the younger san’s 
eyes. However, Kirk seeaed alert and greeted hia pleasantly enough. They ordered their seals together, then Roget 
left to sit with some of the crew, leaving Kirk alone at the saae seal! table. 

Kirk was on the bridge in plenty of tine for the warp out of orbit. He found the crew to be as efficient as 
their dossiers had stated. They knew their jobs and went about them in a quiet, competent aanner. They did not 
talk to hia, but seemed to follow his commands without too auch resistanace. Kirk hesitated to ignite a confronta- 
tion and gave in to them aore than his command sense told hi was wise. 

The days passed; the snubs continued, Kirk tried to ignore them and keep hold of his rising anger. It becaae 
increasingly difficult. 

Eight days after they left Starbase 4, Commander Weldon handed Kirk the information of the present location of 
the Klingon fleet. Kirk called for a systems check of the bridge, then gave a complicated pattern of instructions 
that would take thea to the Klingons the quickest way. it. Harris, the navigator, used to Watson’s haphazard direc- 
tions, got lost about half-way through and muttered audibly: "Just keep it up, wonder-boy. 171] get there any 
bloody way I think best!” 

The bridge fell silent as Kirk rose and moved over to face Harris, His eyes were glittering dangerously under 
narrowed brows and his face was fiushed. Welcon glanced around the bridge, then back at Kirk. This was going to be 
interesting. The voice was deceptive:y mild, underscoring the anger that lay behind it. “Please repeat that, 
Lieutenant. I didn’t hear you.’ 

Harris looked up, started to speak. but faitered under the unblinking glare. “I...uh..." 

"Reoeat it!” The voice was deadiy in its quietness, So Harris repeated it. Kirk’s eyes never left the man’s 
face, his expression didn’t change. when Harris had finished, Kirk turned his attention to the others. His voice 
continued to be deadly quiet. but each word rapg cut cieariv. "Gentlemen, I don’t really care what you think about 
me, but I want one thing clear right now. { am in command and I expect you to remember that. I give orders once - 
{ do not repeat avself. If I find it necessary to repeat avself. the nan | am talking to will find himself looking 
for another job under less tnan advantageous circuastances, | do not need to tell you about the importance of this 
mission nor the dangers of dissension among the crew, We don’t need to lize each other, but we do need to work 
together. You have the right to question ay orders only when you believe they are flagrantly wrong.” His eyes 
roved over the silent figures, then he turned to Lt. Harris. “Je I need to repeat myself, Mr. Harris?" 

Harris stared at his hands and said nothing, 

"Do I repeat syself, Mr. Harris, or do { get a new navigator?” 

Harris Sooked up, his eyes saouldering, "No, sir. yau don’t have to repeat your order.” 

Something changed on Kirk’s face. "Good," he said. “Mr. Weldon, you have the con, I’41] be in sy quarters if 
1’ needed." 

Kirk left then to hash out what had happened. He hoped that his aeaning had been clear or that scene would 
have to be repeated aany tines in the next few days, Arriving in his cabin, he moved to the small recorder and 
began talking in a low voice. * 


He returned to the bridge several hours }ater and walked into total silence. He looked around, but no one 
would meet his gaze. He aoved to the commano chair that Weldon had vacateo. No word passed between them as Weldon 
moved to his own station - no report, no comment on their position, nothing, #elJ, Kirk thought, looks IJike we 
do it the hard way, He sat down and started through the check list. “Helm - speed?" 

"Warp 4, as ordered,” The aan did not look up, nor did he add the military requirement for addressing a 
commanding officer, 

Kirk settled in for the fight. “Warp 4, what, Helm?" He saw Lt. Duncan stiffen and saw Harris glance over a 
hia. The silence lengthened. "Mr. Guncan, 1 asked a question. Do I repeat myself?” 

The sandy-haired man spun in his seat to face Kirk, He was reputed to have a violent teaper and his temper was 
rising now. As he met Kirk’s gaze, he hesitated. There was no anger in the hazel eyes which aet his, only 
determination and behind that, Duncan suspected. an iron will, He glanced quickly at Weldon - he knew what the 
first officer had said about Kirk, that he just might be a aan they could follow, but he hadn’t believed it. Kirk 
saw Duncan’s eyes flicker, but didn’t take his gaze from the navigator. He waited in silence. Duncan’s eyes aet 
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his again briefly, then he swung back to his console and his answer came, quiet with a steely anger, but it came. 
“Warp 4, as ordered...sir.” 

Kirk was conscious that all eves were upon him and he didn’t let his expression change. He went through all 
the stations and obtained their reports} some were sullen, sone quiet, some angry, but they all answered in precise 
nilitary teras. 

When their duty watch ended, they left in silence. Kirk watched them go. He felt no triuaph, just a hollowness. 
He had won one small hurdle - how many wore were going to come? He ran his hands across his face - he was so tired 
he just wanted tocrawl into a hole. His thoughts were interrupted by the new shift coming on duty. They were 
obviously aware of what had happened and were giving hia searching looks. He didn’t want another confrontation now, 
so he just greeted thea and left the bridge. 

He was idly stirring his soup when a tray was placed on the table. He looked up to see Peter Roget standing 
there. "Mind if I join you?" 

Kirk hal#~sailed, “Sure you want to be seen with me? Your reputation might suffer." 

"Cap, I’ probably as auch of an outsider here as you are, but they don’t depend on ae for anything aore 
serious than vitamin shots, so they let ae tag along. Besides, [ heard about what happened on the bridge earlier - 
ay aedical books call that stress. As your medical officer | have to keep an eye on your condition. So, here’s ay 
eye...” Sitting across from Kirk, he added, ".,.how’s your condition?" 

Kirk shrugged. "Unbloodied, at the soment.” 

Roget grinned. "Good. That aakes ay job easier." The rest of the meal passed pleasantly enough. Kirk and 
Roget both steered away from serious topics and they were ignored by the other crewaeabers. 

Kirk had finished his meal and was idly fiddling with a spoon when suddenly a look of great pain crossed his 
face and his hand clenched so tightly that he bent the spoon almost double. Roget stared at hia for a moment, then 
stood, reaching over to shake Kirk’s shoulder. “Cap, hey, Cap, snap out of it!” 

Kirk’s eyes cleared and he looked nuably up at Roget, then down at the spoon in his hand. Carefully he put it 
back on the tray. Silently he stood and picked up the tray, sending it down the chute with a vicious push, and 
walked out of the room. Roget hurried along behind, not knowing what was going on, but not about to leave Kirk 
alone until he found out. 

He followed Kirk into his quarters, He either wasn’t noticed or Kirk didn’t care. He watched as the captain 
took a small tablet from a container and downed it. Roget reached out ard took the container. The contents were 
Cleariy labeled. Roget’s eyebrows rose. He looked up to see Kirk staring at him and he quietly handed the container 
back, It waS received without comment. "Cap, that’s a mightly powerful anti-depressant. Not at all what I would 
normaliy expect a ‘legendary’ Starfieet captain to be inhaling." His eyes searched Kirk’s face. "Those little 
babies are hard to get - someone in authority does that prescribing and that someone managed to do it and sneak it 
past your medical records. Must be oretty high up for that...” 

Kirk’s face waS beginning to clear and a slightly amused exoression was taking the place of the bleakness, 
"Lt. Commander, to be exact.” 

"Uh... Lt. Commander. Yeah, he could probably get theo..." 

"Backed up by an admiral. 

Roget’s face was beginning to look comical. “Uh...admirai., in other words, don’t check into it, because I’a 
not going to find out anything..." 

Kirk nodded, but said nothing. 

"Well, if an admiral says you’re fit to command, | guess a Lieutenant doesn’t have uch authority to place an 
objection. 

Kirk turned and put the pills down. “Gr, Roget,” he said, not turning around, “I appreciate your concern and | 
wish I could explain things to your satisfaction..." He hesitated for a aoment, then turned around, his face open 
and honest, "...but I can’t. It’s a situation that I can't even explain to ayself, something that happened...” 

Roget could see the hurt as Kirk struggled to explain, and interrupted. “Ah, Cap, don’t bother trying. No one 
on this ship ever explains anything to ae. They just tell ae what todo. Let’s leave it like that, okay? You’ve 
got your conditions I’ve got ay eye. Between the two of us, that ought to be enough to keep you going.” 

"Thanks... 

"Forget it. Well, | quess I[‘d better sav goodnight. Big day tomorrow with the Klingons...” With that he was 
gone out the door. 

Kirk stood for a few moments looking at the empty space where Roget had been standing, then sighed to hinself 
and turned toward the bed. He should record a message for Spock, but he was too tired. He would rest for just a 
few ginutes, then doit. Within a few minutes. he was dead in sleep, fully clothed. 
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And while Jia Kirk slept, Peter Roget pondered this new problem. Kirk seemed the answer to all the dissension 
on the T-17, He could already see a difference in the attitudes among the bridge crew; but this aan had some deeply 
hidden secret, something that Starfleet felt needed to be kept classified. Obviously they trusted that Kirk could 
handle whatever this problem was. He found hiaself wishing there was something he could do to help, but Kirk had 
warned him off and he would respect that warning. Still, he would keep his eye on Kirk as he had promised and if 
the aan had to turn to Someone, Roget would make sure there was someone to turn to. 


The next day the aost inportant aan on the ship becag@e Bret Maclean, Comaunications Officer. They were within 
sensor range of the Eapire warships. It was Maclean’s job to get a steady stream of messages from the T-17 to Star- 
fleet by means of relay ships stationed for that purpose. He was also in constant communication with Kirk. Since 
their ship had joined the large gathering, there would be communication with the Klingons as weli. It was up to 
Kirk to decide what those conaunications would be, and it was up to Maclean to relay them in Klingonese. Fortunate- 
ly, scout ships did not possess adequate visual equipment, for it would have been tricky indeed trying to explain 
what the Federation was doing in the niddle of a Klingon invasion force. 

Kirk discovered that Maclean was a tireless worker, fluent im both English and Klingonese, and had no trouble 
switching from one language to the other. For as long as this situation endured, Maclean would get very little 
rest. He had a substitute, but he rarely left his station for longer than a half hour, to catch short snatches of 
sleep before taking charge again. And wherever he was, Kirk had an open line directly to him. For better or for 
worse, they had to work together. Kirk would not threaten here, and Maclean was too busy to worry about anything 
but the open channels in front of his. * 


The crew settled down to what thev knew best - danger. Work was done efficiently, with little conversation. 
Too much depended on their actions - whatever conflicts they had were momentarily put aside. The top priority in 
everyone’s sind was to get out of this aission in one piece. During this time, Kirk was everywhere. He did not wait 
for reports} he went to see what was happening. Crewaen who had not seen Watson in the seven aonths he commanded 
saw Kirk almost every time they turned around. Where an extra pair of hands was needed, he was there, helping, 
Cajoling, offering advice. commending a job well done. Evebrows lifted as he left for another destination. Men 
found themseives trying harder because Kirk could do their job better. it started as a challenges it ended as a 
desire to please. 

Kirk was too busy to notice. He was deliberately knocking himself out, falling into bed too exhausted to 
think, not letting his aind drift to 1mages he did not want to remember. He slept with the last of his words to 
Spock still on his lips. He sust not let himself go now: there was so much at stake, Roget watched hia, worried 
about him, but said nothing. Kirk was bringing the ship and the crew back to life, but he was killing hiaself doing 
it, There was a lieit to human endurance - even a ‘iegend’s’. 

They had been hovering at the edge of the Klingon ¢leet for two nerve-wracking weeks. Few aboard had had auch 
Sleep} there was too much to do, too much unrelieved tension. Kirk had just collapsed on his bed for a few minutes 
wnen the door buzzer rang. It was unlocked and opened to reveal Maclean standing there, two steasing mugs in his 
hands. Kirk swung up in surprise. “Come in, Coamander,” 

Maclean came in and headed for the one eapty chair. He handed one of the mugs he was carrying to Kirk. "Only 
coffee," he said 1n an apologetic voice, "Don’t know about you, but {[ can’t keep ay eyes open and I’ve got to aake 
a report to a demanding superior officer who doesn’t i:ke to nave to repeat anything." 

Kirk grinned. “Don’t worry about 1t. This superior officer will probabiy have to get you to repeat things 
more than once. But...thanks.” He took a long swallow of the steaming black brew and instantly discovered that not 
only was the coffee very strong, it wasn’t just coffee. But he couldn’t argue with the effect it had alaost 
instantly om his systema. He looked into his aug - this brew most definitely had possibilities. "All right, 
Commander," he said a few soments later. "1 think we’re both somewhat revitalized. Let’s have that report. 

Maclean was a professional. The report he gave Kirk was factual and complete. There was no need to repeat 
anything; everything was far too clear the first time. Kirk put his mug down and got to his feet, pacing the saall 
area between the desk and the door. Naclean didn’t bother watching hia he was busy studying the bottoa of his aug 
as though he would discover some deep, dark secret hidden there. "I don’t believe they’re stupid enough to try 
againe..” 

Kirk's voice brought Maclean back to the present. “Excuse me, Captain, I wasn’t listening.” 

"Twas talking about the Klingons...” 

"Oh." Maclean looked up at Kirk, “I believe you’ve run into this type of situation before.” He saw Kirk’s 
look of surprise and sailed faintly. "Captain Kirk, there’s very little that we don’t know about you. Men who are 
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sent to die together don’t have their files hidden from one another. You’d be surprised to know what your senior 
officers have found out about you...” 

Kirk froze, fighting off the sudden images that he had held at bay successfully since that tine, two weeks 
earlier, when he had exposed his inner anxieties in front of Roget. He struggled for control, managing to focus on 
the task at hand. “Guess that’s only fair, Well, Commander, we'll tag along with the invasion force until we find 
Out what Starfleet wants us to do. Where are we going, by the way?” 

"Planet called Bealan. Weldon is computing data on it now. {’ve never heard of it ayself." 

Neither had Kirk, nor at the moment did he care. He thanked Maclean for the coffee and as soon as the comauni- 
cations officer left he grabbed for McCoy’s pills. 

He hadn’t covered as well as he thought. Maclean bumped into Roget on his way back to the bridge. “Hey, Doc, 
} think aaybe you should check up on Kirk, The strain seeas to be catching up with hia..." 

Roget broke in hastily. “What happened?" 

"Dunno. I was teasing him about what we had found out about hia and he got the strangest look on his face. He 
sounded all right, but he sure looked funny.” 

"lll check into it. Oh, Bret, keep this to yourself, okay?" 

“Sure, Doc. Doesn’t make any difference to me. Couple hours sleep cures anything; I’ve already discovered 
that." 

Roget went straight to Kirk’s quarters. He rang the buzzer and the door opened. Kirk was lying flat on his 
back on the bed, the heels of his hands digging into his eyes, a small tape recorder at his side. He didn’t 
acknowledge Roget’s presence. The doctor saw the pills on the desk. He moved quietly to Kirk and felt his pulse - 
it was racing. He shook Kirk by the shoulder, "Hey, Cap...” 

"Bo away. I want to be left alone!® 

Roget winced at the pain in Kirk’s voice, but forced himself to put anger into his response. “Sure you do, 
Captains so do all of us. Nobody wants to be where we are now. But if you pull what Watson did, so help ae, I'll 
mutiny right along side the others. Now pull yourself together." 

He saw the anger in Kirk’s eyes as he started to sit up, saw that the tone, if not his actual words, had 
penetrated. “I said get out!’ 

"No way, Captain, You’re being irrational and I’ staying right here until I know if I can certify you unfit 
for com@and, or you tel] me what’s bugging you. * 

Kirk’s blazing eyes net Roget’s equally angry gaze. At that moment Kirk wanted to hurt, to shock this man 
standing over him, “All right, Doctor, I’1] teil you what you want to know, what was left out of those precious 
files of yours. For two days I lived in the body of a woman - a woman I once loved. I was trapped in a body that 
was so different...no, not different, alien, from anything that I have ever experienced that...” His voice softened, 
but the eaotion intensified and his eyes fixed on nothing. "I was weak, defenseless, alone - and terrified in the 
helplessness that that body torced on we. And the memories keep crushing back - the feeling of horror as I looked 
in that mirror and saw through ay eyes, her face} felt with &y¥ hands, her body; heard with ay ears, her 
voice..." His eyes cleared and he looked back at Roget, cold anger replacing the horror of his memories. “Standing 
in front of you now, Doctor, 15 a aan who was a woman. Does it make you happier now that you know? The crew could 
have a good laugh - why don’t you go and tell them. Might as well start a mutiny because of that as anything 
else..,” 

Roget flinched inwardly at the bitterness in Kirk’s voice, the loathing that Kirk was flinging at hiaself, 
taunting hiaself for being less than he thought he should be, berating himself for what he considered to bea 
letdown from his own ideals of a commanding officer, for letting his feelings of anxiety get the better of hia. 

But none of that reached the surface. As Kirk spoke, he never took his eyes from Roget’s face - and Roget’s 
expression never changed. He aight as well have been reading from a technical manual for all the effect it seemed 
to be having. When he finished, Roget started to turn toward the door. “Cap, I’ve got something better than those 
things your medical friend gave you. Just out, as a matter of fact, only available to special services. I’d like 
to put you on it - might help.” 

Kirk smiled grimly, “’Might help’. No other commennt, Doctor? No gasping, no incredulous exclamations?" 

Roget turned back and looked at him sympathetically. “Cap, the first time I saw you like this, you said it was 
something you wished you could explain to ay satisfaction - you just did. And believe me, I’1] never get any satis- 
faction out of repeating it..." 

Kirk flushed a little, then get Roget’s gaze head on. “Thanks.” 

"None necessary, Strain catches us all at times. Now, come with ae and 1711 see what I can do about fixing 


you up.” re 
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Kirk arrived on the bridge just as the ships started off. There were two battle cruisers, the Klingon flagship, 
and several small scout ships, the T-17 among thea. He congratulated Maclean on aanaging to be included. “I'd 
rather you wait and thank ae if we get out of this in one piece." 

Kirk grinned and turned, alaost banging into Weldon who was standing behind him. "Report on Bealan, Captain." 

It was the first time that the first officer had used Kirk’s title. He acknowledged it with his eyes. "Thank 
you, Commander." He took the report froa Weldon and went over to the command chair. The report contained little 
that surprised hia, Bealan was a heavily populated planet with a primitive culture, providing open season for 
Klingon invasion, He felt his anger rise exactly the way it had when he heard that Organia was threatened. He 
doubted if the Bealans would turn out to be an advanced society as the Organians had. Ayelborne had said that soge 
day the Federation and the Klingons would be allies ~ Kirk knew he should wish it would happen, but he couldn’t when 
sO many innocent lives were at stake and the Klingons could kill them so unfeelingly. He could feel nothing but 
anger, and anger did not blend with friendship. 

Maclean’s voice interrupted his thoughts. "Captain, the flagship is hailing us.” 

Kirk could feel a knot tighten in his stomach, “Acknowledge it, Commander; find out what they want.” 

Maclean’s quiet voice was the only sound on the bridge and everybody’s attention was fully fixed on hig. After 
a few seconds, he turned to Kirk, “Sir, we’re ordered to go ahead of the Fleet and scout for Federation vessels.” 

Daan, Kirk thought. Want to stay here, keep an eye on these Ships... 

"No go?" Maclean was looking at hia. Kirk looked surprised - what did Maclean have in mind? He shook his 
head. Again the only voice was Maclean’s, then he signed off and leaned back, stretching his legs out in front of 
hia, 

Kirk couldn’t hold his curiosity. “What happened?" 

Maclean grinned. “! just told thea that we had been the advance ship for the last three missions and they 
could go stuff themselves if they thought we were about to do it again." 

Kirk looked incredulous. ‘Commander, you’ve got a lot of nerve!* 

He received a quiet chuckle, and Weldon answered. “Captain, that’s mild compared to what he used to say to 
vour predecessor. He’s had a lot of practice." 

This ship aust have been a huadinger, Kirk thought. Aloud he said: "I gather that we accoapany the rest of 
the Fieet?" 

"That we do, Captain. We're to tag aiong Sehind the flagship in case she should need us." 

"She'll need us, ali right." said Weldon. “And she’1] get an awful surprise when she calls." 

"Well," said Kirk, getting to his feet, “1 think everything should be fairly peaceful for the next couple of 
hours, I want everyone nere off dutv for at leastan hour - get something to eat and some sleep - no arguaents.” 
Kirk stopped in Engineering ta drag Crowell out. The engineer hadn’t been to bed for two days, working on a cranky 
power system that was necessary to beam out Maclean’s transmissions to Starfleet vessels without being detected by 
the Klingons. 

The seal was silent} everyone was too tired to talk. Roget roamed the room checking on each man, giving a shot 
here, a quiet word of advice there. Kirk was sitting with Weldon and Crowell. He hadn’t touched what was on his 
plate - he was too tired to care. Roget gave hi@ a worried look and then another in the series of shots he’d start- 
ed earlier. Kirk rubbed his ara ruefully and Roget grinned. "Humor me, Cap, this is the only action I get." 

"Don't believe hia,” Crowell said. “He can patch and sew with the best of thea.” 

Roget’s eyebrows rose. "My, my, | didn’t think anyone had noticed.” He was on his way before anyone could 
conaent further. Ten minutes later everyone was sacked out. 


"Mr. Spock, there’s a top priority sessage coning in frog Starfleet.” 

"On audio, Lieutenant." 

Uhura’s fingers deftly oved across the comaunications console and the subdued voice of Adgiral Staunton sound- 
ed. "Commander Spock, the Klingons have started their move, We have word that an invasion fleet is heading toward 
the unprotected planet of Bealan, a primitive world not under Federation protection, but within the Federation 
sohere of influence. You are ordered, along with the Poteakin, to prevent the invasion from taking place. We 
think this is a feeling out of our defenses, to see if we will react or sit back and try to avoid trouble. The T-17 
is included in the invasion force..." 

Spock’s brow lifted, and although his expression didn’t change, a sense of dread ran through hia, The Klingons 
would like nothing better than to get their hands on Kirk, and Spock didn’t dare to think of what might happen to 
the Caotain should that occur. "Lt. Uhura, acknowledge the order. Mr. Chekov, plot a course to Bealan. Hela, Warp 
6.“ Rising fron the coamand chair, he continued, "Mr. Sulu, you have the con. [71] be in Sickbay if you need ne." 
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Kirk woke up groggy, but feeling a bit better. He glanced at the chronometer and saw that he had been asleep 
for half an hour. He Sat up, taking a ainute to come fully awake before standing, He washed his face and headed 
off to the nearest coffee supply, arriving at the same aoment as Maclean. "At least an hour’s sleep, Captain?" 

“Just following your lead, Commander. Any more of that coffee you fed me earlier?" he added hopefully. 

Maclean grinned. “You liked that, did you? | suppose I could scrounge some gore up from somewhere." He 
disappeared for a few moments, then arrived back, carrying a sall green bottle. “Available only on the Martian 
colonies, and the greatest pick-ae-up I’ve ever discovered." He poured a few drops in Kirk’s ug. “It also sakes 
the stuff they call coffee on this ship bearable - frankly, I think it’s strong enough to blast out a man’s innards, 
but most of the men sees to prefer it like that.” He took a long swallow and griaaced, Then he looked at Kirk, 
"Sot a message from Startieet. The Poteskin and the Enterprise are on their way to intercept us. Might be a 
dilly battle...” 

"The Enterprise?” interrupted Kirk. “Are you sure?® 

"Un huh, I’a sure,” His expression softened. "“That’s your ship, isn’t it, Captain?" 

Kirk nodded. “I hadn’t figured they’d be involved," 

"Maybe Starfleet felt they would have a gore efficient fighting force if they had both your ships together.” 

"Both?" said Kirk with an agused smile. “More likely they thought this crew would have ae strung up by the 
thuabs by now.” 

"Not likely," replied Maclean, "They put you here for a reason. [f you’ve inspired half the confidence on the 
Enterprise that you have here, they know what they have to work with.” 

Kirk looked at hia, surprise slowly crossing his face. 

"Well, guess [’d better get back on duty.” With that, Maclean got up and left, nearly buaping into Roget as 
they met in the doorway. 

"That’s an interesting expression, Cap. Don’t often se a coasanding officer sitting by hiaself looking 
stunned.” 

Kirk grinned sheepishly. "No, I suppose not. How’s everyone holding out?" 

Roget sobered a bit. “General exhaustion, nerves ready to snap, efficiency rating excellent. Odd combination, 
but the worse things get, the better this crew functions.” He looked wistful. “! hope this ends soon. The aen 
need outs they need to sit on green grass by a babbling brook and think ct nothing sore serious than turning pages 
ina book. You all right?" 

"Me? Yes. I think so. Those shots seem to be helping.” 

"Sood, Ii] be around in a couple of hours to give you another. See vou then." 

The bridge was huaming with quiet efficiency when Kirk arrived. The screens showed the Klingon flagship slight- 
ly ahead of them, Kirk stood iooking at it for a long while, the image of the aen it carried in his sind, Maclean’s 
voice interrupted his. “We arrive at Bealan in five hours, Captain,’ 

Kirk acknowledged and sicwly sat down. Five hours. And somewhere they would aget the Enterprise. If any- 
thing happened to her, whiie he was here unable to help, he didn’t know if he could take it. 


Spock and McCoy arrived on the bridge together. McCoy was nore worried than ever about Kirk, Starfleet had 
sent thea no more reports about the T-i7, but had kept up steady information about the Klingon fleet and where they 
were, That information could only have come from the Federation spy ship. The T-{!7 had been in the Klingon space 
for three weeks now and her reports had been coming in continuously. Three weeks of wire-taut nerves, a crew that 
was difficult, and a Captain who had started with a problem no commander should ever have to face. How was he 
holding out? Knowing Kirk, he was aanaging, but as each day passed, McCoy grew more concerned.. 

Spock turned from the computer station. "It will take precisely 12.173 hours to get to Béalan. The Poterkin 
wiil be at least two hours behind us. There is a strong possibility we will arrive too late to give any assistance 
to the Captain...” 

"And," broke in McCoy glualy, “since you don’t believe in luck, you’re reddy for the worst..." 

Spock looked at hia, but didn’t coament, thus confiraing McCoy’s statement. Then, turning toward the command 
chair, he said, "Mr. Sulu, I want you to conduct drills for battle readiness, | want the Enterprise working at 
peak efficiency when we get to Bealan.” 

"Aye, sir." 

McCoy sighed to hiaself. For his it would be a aatter of waiting. Almost everyone else would be busy partici- 
pating in the drills. For the medical departmaent it was the most nerve-wracking time, sitting around waiting for 
the casualties. * 
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Roget met Kirk as he left the weapons control room. If anything, Kirk looked aore tired, Roget couldn’t 
condemn him for the way he was running the ship, but he couldn’t let Kirk fall apart. The ship could function 
without a captain} the crew had proved that with Watson, but they had come to depend on Kirk in a way Roget would 
have thought impossible. His spirit and determination had pervaded every corner of the ship and if that spirit was 
taken away, morale would deflate like a balloon, "Got a minute, Cap?" 

Kirk looked at hia questioningly. "A minute..." 

"Let’s got some coffee,” 

Kirk almost groaned. He didn’t think he could stand another cup of coffee, but it was teapting to sit down, 
He contacted Maclean to say that he was heading for Sickbay and could be reached there if necessary. He got a cheery 
response about shirking his duty, followed by a chuckle. Kirk grinned to hiaself# and followed Roget down the 
corridor, When they reached Sickbay, Kirk flopped down in one of the chairs and shut his eyes, luxuriating in a 
moment of peace. Then he straightened and looked at Roget. “All right, Doctor, you got ae here. What do you want 
to say?" 

“That obvious, huh?" 

"Not really. I’m just used to the medical mind and it tends to be transparent. None of you seem to be very 
good at lying or deceit.” 

"Cap, you’re pushing yourself too hard." 

"No harder than anyone else." 

"Perhaps not - but none of thea started out with your problems. Also, if you go, this crew folds." 

Kirk leaned back in the chair, his expression growing aore serious. "They managed for five years without ae - 
they managed for seven months with Larry Watson..." 

"And you’ve shown then what it means to have a leader. Cap, these men are running on nerves alone. There’s 
not a san on board who | wouldn’t cheerfuliv write up as unfit for duty. And I put you at the top of the list - 
and don’t look at ae like that} you know better than | do how you feel, and I’ve got a good enough idea. You’re at 
the point where you don’t want to eat and vou’re too tired to sleep, And you’re scared to let yourself relax because 
of what happened on Cagus IJ..." 

Kirk interrupted nim. “1 appreciate your concern, but either have this conversation lead someplace, or I’ve 
got to get going." 

Roget knew he had been warned off crivate ground, so he looked at Kirk, an open appeal shining from his eyes. 
"Please, slow down, Don’t trv to be evervplace, doing everything, Hold together - for the sake of the crew, 1f not 
for yourself," 

kirk felt the other man's honest concern, but ne couldn’t give in tc it. “Roget, 1 can’t ask any man co do 
something | wouldn’t. !'a act the type of commander who can just s:t back and give orders, I’ve been told that’s a 
weakness, Maybe it 1s} i jon’t xnow. But i can’t change, especially now. i’m sorry." 

Roget nodded, having expected that kind of answer. "Well, dicn’t think it would work, but it was worth a try, 
and : did manage to keep you off your feet fcr a few minutes...” 

"For which I’m gratefui,” said Kirk with a grin. 

"] promise not to bring the subject up again. Now, nold stili for a shot ana I'll let you be on your way." 

Things were cuiet when Kirk got back to the bridge. Weldon was checking a course change with Harris and Maclean 
was Sitting with his head in his hands, eyes closed, deep lines of exhaustion marking his face. Kirk aoved over to 
hia. “You all right?" 

A lop-sided grin met his question, "Fine, Caotain. Just got a message for you from the Enterprise, ALt. 
Commander Scott has managed to coax Warp 8 from his engines, They should only be a couple of hours behind us. 
Sounds like someone old Crowell should know.” ~ 

"They’d have a lot in comaon, Commander. Well, that leaves us with a few hours to fill between the time we get 
to Bealan and the time help arrives. Mr. Weldon, how long before we get there ourselves?" 

"Should be a couple aore hours, sir, if we keep this speed." 

"Good, Gentlemen, I think 1t’s tise for a meeting of the minds - maybe all the tired brains together can cone 
up with some concrete ideas on how to stop the Klingons until the Enterprise arrives, We’l) meet in the Sickbay 
in half an hour. Wrack your brains, evervone. Our decisions have to be the right ones!" 

A half hour later they were gathered together and Roget decided that he nadn’t seen such a depleted looking 
group of men anywhere in his life, But not one of them was about to give up. They had their job and they were 
going to see it through to the end, led by one of the most obstinate people Roget had ever aet. 

Kirk had thrown the meeting open. He had a few ideas, but none of them seened very promising. Maybe somebody 
else would come up with something. Crowell was the first to speak, “Captain, I’ve been experimenting with a little 
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gadget that might jam their transporters. Don’t know how long I could keep it up, but it aight delay their beaadown 
by an hour or so, More than that could start fouling up our engine efficiency." 

The look on Kirk’s face was all the thanks that Crowell needed, "That’s a start, Mr. Crowell; it should get 
us almost to the tiae the Enterprise is due to arrive. Get to work. We'll think of something else to do after 
that, if it’s needed." 

Crowell quickly departed. Kirk looked around at the others. “Anyone else have any suggestions?" 

A few ideas were tossed back and forth, but nothing concrete came out of it. Finally Weldon voiced the opinion 
that Kirk had already formulated. ‘If the Enterprise is late getting here, the only real alternative we have isa 
full-scale assault, starting with an all-out attack on the flagship. We’re fast, our weaponry is one of our 
strengths, and there’s always luck..."" 

Luck, thought Kirk. Rando» chance, Spock would cal] it...it’s happened before, but it’s not sopething to 
count on... Aloud he said; "1 agree - we may have to blast our way through the fleet. Weldon, you and I better 
get to weapons contro] and formulate a plan - one or the other of us gust be prepared to Ban that station frop now 
on. Maclean, try to find out how long until the Enterprise gets here, and advise thea of our problem and possible 
actions, Roget, the crew needs tobe alert now sore than ever. Do you have something that can help keep thea 
going? We only need a couple aore hours...* 

"Cap, more drugs are going to..." But he couldn’t say it, not with the plea on Kirk’s face. "All right," he 
auttered, “I’ve probably got something stashed away.” He went off to search through his drug supply. 

Kirk hit the intercoa in front of hia. He knew that twenty men would de hanging on his next words and he had 
absolutely no hope to give thea - all he could tell them was the truth, "Captain to crew..." HOw often had he said 
that aboard the fnterprise when they so desperately needed a word of strength and encouragement? He quickly 
blocked those thoughts. "...we are going to trv to stall the Klingons by jamming their transporters. There is a 
possibility that help from Starfleet will arrive in that time, If not, we’l] have to go in fighting - we may have 
to trade our twenty-one lives for the life and future life on Bealan..." His voice softened. “...it’s a saall 
price to pay for freedom, All personnel...@an your posts. Captain out.’ 

Those listening did not need to see Kirk’s face to know the pain those words cost hie - to tell men that he 
might have to lead then to their deaths. Weldon found he couldn’t look Kirk straight in the face. He stood and put 
his hana on Kirk’s shoulder, trving in the gesture to say what he felt. Kirk stood slowly. "Come on, Commander, 
iet’s get to weapons control and hope we don’t heve to use it." 

True to Weldon’s prediction, in two hours Beaian cane into view, a Slue-green globe against the blackness of 
space. Kirk was on the bridge as the fleet moved into orbit around the planet. At his orders, the T-17 fell back a 
little from the main group so there would be more ganeuveradility 1¢ a fight was upcoming, 

Maclean kept up a steacy report of the Klingon preparations, and at the appropriate time, Crowell jaamed their 
transporters, It worked perfectly and caused both aassive chaos and temper tantrums aboard the other vessels. Kirk 
had to chuckle at Maclean's aggrieved accusations - he did not understand Kiingonese, but it didn’t take much of an 
igagination to know what Maciean was saying. Occasionally the communications officer would have to break trar.sais- 
sion because he couldn’t hold his laughter. It was the best tension reiiever there could have been. 

Roget arrived on the bridge, looking as disapproving as McCoy about all the chemicals he was pumping into 
everybody. As he received his shot, Kirk turned toward communications. "Maclean, any word from the Efnterprise?” 

"No, sir. | think our relay ships aust be getting out of the way. I can’t seem to get anything at all fro 
Starfleet." 

Kirk glanced at the chronometer. Thirty-five minutes and Crowell would be forced to stop the jaaming device, 
How long till help arrived? He ran his hand over his face, trying not to watch as the seconds ticked by. 


Mr. Chekov, how long until we rendezvous with the Klingons?” 

"Fifty minutes, Mr. Spock, providing we can keep up darp 8." 

"We'll Keep it up, Mr. Spock,” said Scotty grialy. 

Spock acknowledged Scott with his eyes, then turned to Uhura. “Any further word from the captain, Lieutenant?" 

"No, sir. Starfleet has ordered the relay ships out of the danger zone, So we have no communication with the 
T-17,..” She stopped as Spock turned away. The feeling of dread was returning in the pit of his stomach - he knew 
there was little Kirk would not do to prevent the Klingons from attacking Bealan. And there was a good possibility 
that he would be too late to help his captain. 

"Put the ship on yellow alert, Mr. Suiu. All hands to battle stations. We're going in ready for action.” 

"Aye, sir, All hands, we are on yellow alert. Goto battle stations. All hands, battle stations - maintain 
battle readiness." 
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And wait, thought Spock, [hat’s all we can do now, 


Kirk left the command chair and moved to the weapons control station to the left of Maclean. They had five 
minutes left before Crowell would have to deactivate the jammer. Nothing showed on the sensors} the Enterprise 
was Still out of range - they couldn’t send any comaunications to her, because she didn’t have the special equipment 
necessary to hide the transmission fros the Klingons. Kirk pushed down the intercom, "This is the Captain - all 
hands to battle stations. We’ve got a fight on our hands, gentlemen, one that we must win. Keep your wits about 
you. We've got surprise on our side - and quicker moveaent. Let’s hope it’s enough, Kirk out." 

Crowell called a few ainutes later. "I’ve done all I can, Captain. If you want to keep the engines strong 
enough for screens and maneuvering, i’ve got to turn this equipment off now." 

"Go ahead,” Kirk said, "and thanks,” 

"You’re welcome, sir, just wish it could have been more. We’re ready down here any time you are.” 

"Thanks, we’ll give you plenty of warning. Kirk out.” He contacted Weldon. "Ready, Commander? Things are 
apt to get a bit hectic in a few minutes.” 

“Ready down here, sir. Anytine you say." 

Kirk turned to look at the viewscreen, Maclean watched hia for a few seconds, then said, "Captain, this crew 
had a habit of surviving...° 

Kirk smiled slightly and nodded. ‘I’11 keep that in wind." He noticed Roget standing quietly by the turbolift 
doors, looking as glum as Kirk had ever seen hia. “Cheer up, Doc," he said, “it’l! be over before you know it." 

"That’s what I’a afraid of,” muttered Roget under his breath. 


"How much longer, Spock?" asked McCoy, desperately fighting the frustration that was building. 

"Thirteen minutes, Doctor. We have them on our sensors now, We should be in tine.” 

"Mr. Spock!” broke in Chekov, "something’s happening with the Klingon fleet - a ship has started an attack! 
Sir," he said, turning toward the concerned faces behind hia, "Captain Kirk aust have attacked with the 1-17!" 

McCoy clutched Spock’s arm. “Spock, can we get there in tie now?” 

"{ don’t know, Doctor. I honestly don‘*t now..." 


The T-1? had started her attack well. She had gone straight for ‘he flagship and by calculated luck had 
disabled her alaost immediateiy, But precious seconds were lost as they made certain that they had done sufficient 
dasage, Une of the battle cruisers had an alert crew, and the T-17 was dealt some staggering blasts before she 
could get out of the way. “Shields weak. but holding, Captain." 

"Good, Course 116 sark 4, Waro 2, Get around to the other side, Hela.” 

“Ave, sir.” The little ship skipped around to the back of the battle cruisers. They got a direct hit froa one 
of the scout ships. Weloon blasted it wide open. 

"Two down,” Maclean muttered to himself. Thev hit the second battle cruiser twice before scooting to the left 
aid under the crippled flagship. 

"Hela, try to keep the flagship between us and the rest. We need a bit sore protection.” 

"Pll trv, sir.” A tremendous blast hit the small ship, knocking everyone off their feet. 

"What the hell happened?" came Weldon’s demanding voice over the intercom a few seconds later. "My screen’s 
blank down here." 

Kirk picked himself up off the floors his left ara felt nuab and useless and his vision was Swiaming from a 
crack on his head. Maclean was fighting a shower of sparks coming from the console in front of hia, “Get out of 
there, you idiot!" Roget had moved quickly and pulled Maclean out of the way just before the panel went up in 
flames. Kirk grabbed an extinguisher and had the blaze out in a few seconds. Roget was treating burns on Maclean’s 
hands. 

"Useless now," Kirk said grimly, looking at the coaaunications panel. 

Weldon’s voice came again. "Hey, will you loafers get with it and tell me what happened?" 

Kirk looked around. “Anyone know?" 

"The flagship just blew up, sir. | think one of the cruisers tried a fancy shot at us and they were in the 
way.” 

"Thank you," said Weldon sardonically. 

"frouble 1s." said Kirk, “we’ve lost almost all power in the shields. Hela, hard over..." He was a@onentarily 
distracted by Roget ripping the shirt sleeve off his unifora. Looking down, he saw his arm was covered with blood, 

"Don’t pay any attention tome, Cap. I'a quiet, mobile, and can easily treat on the run. Still seeing 
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double?” 
"Just a little fuzzy. Weldon, get ready. It’s three against one and they’re all after us. We'll throw 


everything we have at thea and hope it’s enough." He looked over at Maclean and was grateful for the support in his 
eyes. “This is it, gentlemen. There’s nowhere to run. Hela - dead ahead. All right, Weldon, fire!* 

The little ship fought forward, weapons blazing, rocking from the shocks of the Klingon hits. The shields were 
gradually failing, but she was causing as auch damage as she was receiving. But she could only take so much - the 
shields finally gave and the bridge exploded in a tremendous glare of heat and light. 


"There they are, Mr. Spock!” Sulu voiced what they all saw - two battle cruisers and a scout ship slowly 
backing off froma small fioating hulk. The battered ship looked dead. 

"Lt. Uhura, warn thea off. Red alert. Phasers and photon torpedoes ready." 

"All weapons ready, sir.” 

The bridge of the Enterprise was deathly quiet except for Uhura’s voice. There was no verbal acknowledgement 
of their warning. The Klingon ships sat still in space for only a few moments, then they turned on the Enterprise, 
obviously bouyed by their victory over the saaller ship. 

But they made a deadly mistake, They met a ship that was running high on tension and anger. Even Spock had 
only one thought in his mind. The battle was short and vicious. The Enterprise was damaged by repeated hits, but 
the Klingons were completely destroyed. Spock had a somentary thought that he aight have to defend the viciousness 
of his attack, but one look at the small, helpless ship floating beyond the debris left from the Klingon ships 
forced any doubt from his mind, They had paid for what they had done. 


A small boarding party materialized aboard the T-17. The ship was full of smoke, debris, and growing radiation. 
Scottv headed for Engineering. Crowell was there with what men he had who had survived, fighting to control the 
fire that was threatening to overtake the engine room. Scotty called back to the Enterprise for more amen and 
equipment - with the extra help they soon had the fire out. 

Comaunciations were out shipwide, Spock and McCoy headed toward the bridge. Along the way they saw the injured 
and the dead. They passed the weapons control room - there was nothing left of it. The bridge was a tangled sass 
of twisted metal} sparks stili shot out of dasaged paneling. Harris was working as fast as he could to disconnect 
all circuits, trying to prevent a full-blown fire. There was one other sai standing. Peter Roget was moving the 
broken body of Coa@unicaticns Officer “aciean from his position on top of Kirk’s motionless figure. He looked up as 
Spock and McCoy arrived at his side. “The panels exploded," he said tonelessly. “Kirk was in a direct line of the 
flying metal. Maclean tried to deflec: thea. Senseless, to have them both die." Roget said nothing of the cuts and 
burns that covered his own chest and aras. 

McCoy knelt by Kirk and felt for a pulse through the blood. For a brief second his eyes closed and he nearly 
choked on his words. ‘“He’s still alive..." 

"It wouid seem the coonander did not die for nothing,” Spock said quietly. 

“Spock,” McCoy said, getting to his feet, *the radiation levels are skyrocketing. Let’s get everybody back to 
the Enterprise. It’s no more dangerous to aove thea than it is to leave thea here, and J’d like to get off this 
ship before it disintegrates.’ 

Spock nodded in silent agreement and pulled out eee 


McCoy aoved wearily from one bed to the other, The two aen were suffering from severe burns and radiation 
exposure. There was little he could do for thee except to keep thea as comfortable as possible. They would die. 
He grimly left the isolation unit, stripped and scrubbed. 

He then checked the living, They didn’t look auch better, but they would make it. Burns were the worst 
injuries here. All were sedated and sleeping. 

He checked last on Kirk. Spock was sitting silently by the bed. He had been there since the Enterprise had 
started back for Starbase 4. McCoy checked the panel above Kirk’s bed. The captain had not regained consciousness 
but his vital signs were stronger. McCov gave hia a light sedative. When the captain regained consciousness, he 
would be ina lot of pain. His left ara was broken and he had bad burns on both ares, McCoy touched the bruised 
forehead. “You reckless fool," he said softly, “trying to take on a Klingon fleet all by yourself! Will you never 
learn?* Then, shaking his head, he looked at the Vulcan. “Spock, I know it’s no good telling you to rest, so! 
won’t. But I’ve got to get some sieep..." His voice sobered, “We’re going to lose the two with radiation exposure} 
there’s nothing I can do. The others will five..." 

Spock could see the exhaustion that McCoy was struggling with. "I know you’ve done everything possible, 
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Doctor - no other aan could have done sore.” 

‘Even through his exhaustion, McCoy felt the Yulcan’s effort to boost his aorale, A smile touched his lips, 
“Good night, Spock. 

"Good night, Doctor. * 

The hours passed; Spock’s silent vigil went on, Then a small sound caught his attention and he saw Peter Roget 
standing in the doorway. “Can I speak to you a aonent, Mr. Spock?" 

Spock motioned hia to enter. He saw that Roget carried the small recorder he had put unnoticed into Kirk’s 
suitcase. “The captain gave this to me just before we started our attack. He said to make sure you got it...that 
you would know what it was..." Spock silently took the small machine, his expression completely closed. Roget 
looked at Kirk. “1’ve never met anyone like him before...” His voice died away and he looked at Spock. “Maclean 
gave his life for that aan...two months ago he almost allowed Watson to destroy the ship because he didn’t give a 
damn. Yet when he knew the ship was doomed, he risked everything...” 

Spock sat silently, watching the young doctor as Roget looked back at Kirk’s motionless figure, 

",. he didn’t ask anything of us. Just by being himself he had us doing things I would have said were 
iapossible. The day he came aboard, he was facing a autiny - this aorning there wasn’t aman left who wouldn’t have 
died for hia...” The silence stretched out, then he turned to Spock. “Well, I’ve done as he asked} I better get 
back to bed...” He lifted his hand as Spock rose to help hia. “Thank you, Commander, but I can manage," 

Time passed silently as Spock turned the small recorder in his hands. Then he ran the tape back to its 


beginning. * 


He could no longer keep falling back into blessed oblivion where pain waS nonexistent and the whirling 
kaleidoscope of his thoughts could be held at arm’s length. He gradually surfaced to reality - and pain. 

He slowly becaae aware of a voice, a voice that went quietly on. He couldn’t distinguish the words, but the 
voice was vaguely fasiliar. His mind drifted, but the pain in his head and body continued to bring fiery conscious- 
ness ever closer. 

He finally gave up fighting and let reality in. He lay quietly, not fighting the pain, but letting hiaselt 
drift with it. He gently soved his arms and legs just a fraction, His left ara seemed to be held fast and wouldn’t 
move, He started to aove his head, but decided against it. He lay with his eyes closed and concentrated on the 
voice, It gradually dawned on him that it was his own voice. He opened “1s eyes slightly and saw Spock sitting 
with the recorder in his hand, living through kirk’s words the time that she human had spent on the T-17. Kirk 
closed his eyes again and iistened to the words of a lonely, confused, scnetines frightened aan facing probleas 
alone - needing help and having none. de heard in his own voice his doubts about himself, about the task he had 
taken on, He heard higself change, growing more confident, his inner fears starting to resolve theaselves, then 
pushed to the back of his mind as greater pressures nade themselves felt. Ha heard hiaself time and tine again wish 
for the Vulcan to be with hia, to support his decisions, to give fis :udgments - this alien who had becca@e so auch a 
part of hin. 

Then there was silence. Kirk opened his eves to find Spock looking at hia, Neither spoke. Spock reached out 
and placed the recorder on the bedside table. Kirk’s eyes followed the movement. then held the soft brown eyes of 
the Vulcan. “A machine 15 no replacement for a friend, Spock, but thank vou." Spock’s response was silent, but 
eloquent. The sinutes passed, the silence comfortable between the Vulcan and the human, 

"Would vou like ae to call Dr. McCoy, Jim?” 

"No, I’? all right...’ The silence continued for a few minutes longer, then Kirk spoke again. “I really aa 
all right, Spock,” 

Spock nodded, knowing that Kirk wasn’t just talking about his physical condition. “All things heal in tiae," 

Kirk looked at him, “Yes, all things heal..." He looked away. “Some didn’t have the tiae...” 

Spock’s hand reached out and touched Kirk’s ara. “You gave them back something they had lost, Jia. 
Themselves...” 

Kirk gave a little sigh. ‘“Theaselves,..ano myself..." 

He closed his eyes and was only dialy aware cf Spock removing his hand before sleep overcame all else and took 
hin to a dreaaless world. 
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Bill Theiss griaaced. That sight be the wave of the future but it was causing havoc with the fabric of the 
present. After a great deal of arguaent, the uniforas of the Starfleet Service came into being, siaple lines, easy 
to care for! Ha! Just see what happens to them when they are cleaned! 


The pilot film and what happens? Bill Shatner’s shirt ends up in shreds! Stupid idea anyway, super ESP types. 
It would have been cheaper to zap Shatner with a lightning bolt from special effects. True, he would not have 
survived to do the series but it would have lessened ay probleas. 


Then - Space eadness. Nisoy sobs all over his unifora. That hardly has a chance to dry when De Kelley grabs 
Bill’s shoulder and rips the shirt ara right off! All to give some silly shot that could have been shoved right 
through the aaterial, What they won’t do to sake life difficult. 


Got that one patched up and ran straight into Miri. Wasn’t enough that the crew had to have splotches al! over 
thea but once again Bill’s shirt was in shreds! Not possible to save it this tiae, especially after that dumb bunch 
of kids finished with hia. One aore for the dustbin. 


A rest and relaxation planet, lovely, serene, Uniforas won’t even have to go to the cleaners this week. Oh 
no, Finnigan! No Bill, don’t fight! Use a stuntean! Oh ay gosh, | don’t believe this - ay wardrobe bill is 
tripling!! I can’t afford to replace all these clothes! Stupid to have shore leave anyway. Niaoy’s right. 


You need dress uniforas? But they al] have thea. Oh, Shatner’s being thrown out of the service. Chased his 
yeoaan once too often, huh? OK, OK, 1’1) be serious. Finney’s dead. Oh, Finney’s not dead, he is fraaing Bill. 
Mental collapse - they fight? Not in ay dress uniforas they don’t ~ no way! They either wear standard uniforas or 
else no fight. What you people won’t do for a bit of draea. 


"Mr. Theiss - this is a Gorn'® 1 feel a headache coming on. 1 know Shatner wins, he is the hero, but is there 
auch of a fight? Oh, he gets chased for about half the file, injured, buried under rocks. Don’t suppose his 
unifora holds up under the strain? He does what to his trousers? Now look - 1 ordered extra unifora shirts, you 
didn’t say anything about pants! This is turning into a nightaare. 


Ah, the second season. My stars have eatured. Violence is taboo in their philosophy. My budget is looking 
good. 


"Asok Tiae’, Oh, Spock’s getting earried. Sounds great. You need a wedding suit? No? He doesn’t get 
garried, he fights. With whoa? Ohno, you’re kidding! The whole front of the shirt? 1 don’t believe it - not 
the first show of the season!! 


Do I have a blue shirt I can rip the back out of? What for? Only Bill’s shirts are expendable - get lots of 


those. Learned ay lesson. Leonard gets hit by lightning - is he leaving the show? OK, just joking. 1’1) see what 
I can come up with. 
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Say, I should have tried crying earlier. Half the season has gone by ~ and no unusual uniforas! Gee! Qh, you 
need exotic costuaes, creatures from all over the galaxy. Sounds good - creative stuff, Whip? What whip? Who gets 
whipped? He is protecting his crewmen - the shirt couldn’t come off first? I haven’t been ordering so @any extra... 
All right, I won’t argue. 


Third season, Show after show just creating costumes, no destruction, Silver costuaes? Lal and Thann. Sounds 
Siaple. Torture - what for? Who? Qh, he isn’t going to wear a shirt, what luck! De does what? Oh, come on! You 
know I don’t have any extra ones for hia, The ship’s surgeon isn’t supposed to get into situations like that! He 
should be on the ship operating or something! 


But now, looking back, some of those costumes were quite something, even if I do say so ayself. Alaost worth 
the frustration of all those uniforas, 
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